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PREFACE. 



The following little pieces were ihe 
effusions of the moment^ written for 
the purpose of amusing a vacant, and 
oftentimes a melancholy hQur! and 
should it be their good fortune^ in the 
least degree, to interest the public, to 
which they are now offered, a farther 
happiness will smile upon their intro- 
duction. 



POETIC BFFUSIONSk 



'TIS LIKE, 

There if a swile on sorrow's ohee](« 

Will but a moment stay ; 
Tis like tbe younger light of mom, 

Just shines — then dies away. 

Tis like tbe Aspen's quivering leaf, 

Thai Zephyrs love to kiss ; 
Now seems to feel the touch of grief,— 

!Now that of melting bliss ! 

*Tis like the harp'ti sweet heavenly sound 

When floating on the ear; 
Inspiring hope, and love, and joy,— 

Then trembles in a tear I 

Tis like the ihellow-tinted sky, 

At close of summer day ; 
Or like a plaintive melody, 

Jiiet breathes— then dies away.- 
▲ 3 



POETIC EFFUSIONS^ 

COME LET US BIND. 

Come, let us bind sweet fancy's wreath, 
Around the weary head of care ; 

That smiles again may deck the face, 
IKrhich once with blooming hope was fair : 

Thus— cheer the heart where sorrow long 
Has dwelt, with all its gloomy train 

Of saddening ills, that feast on life, 
And every happy thought restrain !— ' 

Now, now we bind sweet fancy's wreath. 
Around the weary headt>f care ; 

And smiles and joys, and loves, dispel 
The dark-ey'd spirit of despair S— 



THE TEAR OF GRATITUDE. 

O, THOU BRIGHT GEM ! that dost SO fair ad^ro 
The countenance, much I love i^ see thee, 
Lingering in the eye, in all the lustra 
Of a feeling heart, resplendent : — 
But lovelier far to me dost thou appear^ 
When by the pleasing tumult of the breast 
O'erpowei'^d, thou l^av'st, then brighter spaykling^ 
Thy beauteous sphere, and unto virtue 
Sacred, drop'st--a swE^T MXKOBiAji ! 



POCTie CFFUBieMS. 

O, TOUCH ONCE MORE. 

O ! touch oDce more the 1ove-ton*d lyre, 
And ring to me that plaintive strain, 

Whose tpirit soothes my every care, 
And makes me love thee o'er again* 

O ! touch once more the lore-ton'd lyre- 
There is of heaven something in it ; 

And, dear Eliza, let me catch 

The glowing, chasten'd, rapturous minute ! 

O I touch once more the love-too'd lyre ; 

It breaths — I hear that plaintive ptrain, 
Whose spirit sooths my every care, 

And makes me love thee o'er again. ■ 



CONUNDRUM. 

I guard the breast from foes without, 
And guard it, too, from foes within ; 

My nature's never known to change, 
Andwhd obey me, life shall win. 

I raise the soul from earth to heaven, 
Well purified from low desires ; 

Thus loose the bonds to folly given, 
And warm the breast with holy fires ! 
A 4 
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8 POSTIG EFFUSIOKS. 

APOSTROPHE TO SOLITUDE, 

Blest solitude, thou lorely, pensive maid ! 

To tbee my heart would tender homage pay ; 

For when, with many a painful care oppress'd, 

I fain would seek relief,— then dear to me, 

As is the smile of sephyr breathing morn, 

Thy genial influence ! 

O, then, what happier sentiment awakes, 

Soft, as some heavenly air, my ravish'd soul. 

To, all the flow of kindlier, sweeter thought! 

Blest solitude! — 

I lore thy sacred haunts, where thou delight'st. 

Peaceful to stray ; long consecrate 

To calm reflection's heaven-inspiring hour ! 

Where, nor the voice of ceaseless mirth is heard, 

fior the profane their footsteps dare intrude ! 

O, come, accept my vows ; — sure, without thee. 

Life would become a charmless, tiresome day ! 



COWPER. 

Cowper, thou moral christian bard I 

Though oft thy poesy is hard ; — 

Tet, are thy strains of noble, manly cast. 

And e'er, while virtue's cause endures, shall last. 

I love them much — they touch upon the heart 

And truth and wisdom's fairest words impart. 



rOETIC ZFVUBWIIB. 



YE SELFISH SOULS. 

I would not know,— ye selfijh flooli, 

I'he miserable joys ye prize ; 
For, in your cold!, unfeeling benrts, 

A was&e of social pleasure lies! 



I would not know— for all the wealth. 
That e'er your griping hands have gained, 

The luxuries which wealth affords, 
And let a child of want be pain'd ! 



I would not know — for all the good, 
That e'er ye fancy to enjoy, 

Your watchful traffic with distress — 
This cruel, wicked, curs'd employ i 



But, I would know the tear that flows 

For sake of poor hnmanlty ; 
The heart that feels anothei^s woes, 

And beams with Swestsst CaABtTT ! 
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10 F0£T1€ EFFl SIONS» 

BLEST IS THE MAN. 

Blest 18 the man, with heart mntiere, 

Who shuDS the sinner's ways, 
Kor dares, where scoffers mer >t, appear ; 
But would his God obey ; — 
Like trees, that grow, 
"Where gentle rivers flow. 
His leaf shall never fade ! 
But smiling sons roll prosp'roos o'er hil head ! 

Not so, with those of wicked mind« 
Like chaff, they're driven with the wind ; 
And 1o«t to glory, righteousness and faith. 
The skies to them are ever clad in wrath ! 
Then, early seek thy God, 
And walk the heavenly road ; 
His saints he surely will defend. 
And to them numerous blessings seiid ! 



TO HIM WHO. 

To him, who seeks bis God, there is on earth 
A time of sacred joy, that antedates 
The blessedness of lieaven ! lifting the aonl 
Above the things of sense, and feeding it 
With pure, satisfying— immohxal lotx ! 



n>ETIC EVFUBIONS. 11 



VHEN FULL ON HIGH. 

When full on high, 
The Dioarnful ery, 
Of captive Zion rose,— -> • 

Th» Almighty Lord, 

With powerful word, i' 

Releu'd them from her foes t t 

Twas like fair visons of the nigbt, j 

Or morning's soft and cheering tight t 



O ! then did we, 
Rejoicingly, 
Our happy voices raise j— 
To sacred mirth 
Our tongues gave birth. 
In liveliest songs of praise ! 
*TwaB sweet to sing redeeming love, 
That did tow'rd us its blessings prove I 



With what surprise. 
Did heathen eyes 
Those wonderous actions view ;— 
The Lord, they said. 
Hath now display'd 
His truth, and might for yon ! 
Who's wrought for us most gracious tj^ings ; 
And peace his sure salvation brings ! 
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POETIC EVPUSIONB. 



Loose us, again, 

From captive-cbaii, 
O, Lord ! and guide our way ; 

Like streams that rise, 

Wliere southern skies 

Are cloth'd in loveliest array ! 
Whilst all the world, with full aoclatmi 
Shall sing hosanoas to thy namel 



Come, those, who sow, 
' In tears of woe. 
And bearing precious se^, 
Shall reap with joy, 
[O, West employ] 
A harvest rich indeed I 
And--home With gladsome hearts shall bring 
The early promisM sheaves of spring ! 



DR. JOHNSON. 

Thou mov'st in lofty, senetnrial style,— 
And when thou sportest, wilt btit gravely smile; 
For,— all the virtues guide thy flowiag pen, 
And wit is made assistant in their train I 



J 
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POETIC SFFUAIONB. *13 



For Had?8t Thou more or Lejs* 

Lord J- wli» will ihew us any good ! 

1 bus weak asd foolish mortals cry, 
And struggle on, through various toil, 

With dreams of nought hut misery ! 

The morning sun, that lovely shines, 
And beams its sweetest glories round, 

Brings no rejoicings te their breast ;— 
Still, still their murmnrings abound I 

I^ature, in all her beauties drest, 
To them, in vain, her grace displays;. 

For, wrong within, mild peace has fiown^ 
Whilst error winds its devious i 



Unhappy wretch ! whoe'fer thou art, 
Behold the good which heaven besU>wf>^ 

Nor let repinings fill thy soul : 
'Perfection from disorder flows; 



And, hadst thou more or less thap t 

To thy iU-judging mind, so fair, 
Thou might'st be doom'd to greater pain. 

Or, feel more bliss than thou could'st bear! 

^ In fUiU Providentm moio avoD «(a interiam apr 
partt. 
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14 POBTIG BFFUei^0kll^ 

HOPE. 

As oft the way-worn travelltr, 
Who tr^adi oifbt'p ^larkenM «M*v 

Eipies a 4i8taDt meteor-light, 
Ai|d thioks it steady blas^ ;— 

Joyiag, pursues th' illusive gteamy 
O'er quLuy a d^jn^rous way ; 

llll a^ ! too late th0 tnUh percelvqgy 
That he is le4 astray ! 

^So hope, delusive hope, deceives 
The fond and trusting breast ; 
Allures us ^itk her winning smilef. 
Then leaves iju-rsa4, oppress'd I 



THERE IS A SMILE. 

There is a smile that glads the heart, 

The sunshine of a happy hour ; 
put there is onb, whose feverish sta^t 

Bespeaks the bosom ranU'd to the core I 

O'er the wan cheek I've seen this stray. 
And could not bear its mournful stay ; 

A meteor— a moment given, 
That s^m'dto light— then darken heaveli t 



NOETIC ErrusioNB. 1^ 



A FABLE. 

Once oo a time, ao fable tells. 

The Rose, of gay adorning, 
Acldresa'd the modesi Lilly, thus^ 

[In words of bauglity seorning.] 

Behold ! 'round me what beaottes shine, 

How lov'd, and how raren*d ; 
"While thou so meek and lowly seem'st— « 

By fair one rare possessed : 

See, in the garden, with what care, 

I>o ladies bright attend me ; 
I bloon and flourish midst their smiles. 

And kisses sweet they lend me. 

Kow, pert Miss Rose, the Lilly eries, 
I know tby proud disdaining !-*■ 

Will this sustain thy drooping head. 
When thy frail beauty's waning? 

Though on some fair one's bosom laid, 

Soon as thy charms are faded, 
She-tean thee from the lovely place, 

As poor and mean — degraded ! 

No modest worth to soothe thy fate. 
When to decay thou'rt turning. 

Thy friends forsake thee,— and thou meet'st 
With nothing else but spurning ! 



to POETIC KFVV8I0N8. 

Now mark thai lot rcpfoach?d by thee ; 

Though oieek, yet not despiijed ; 
Oft plac'd on breast of gentle swain, 

By him l*m ever prized ! 

. And when my freshness fades away, 
Still, in remembraoee, with him stay ; 
For witli this truth I fill his heart— 
That— 'tis most wise from pride to part. 



THEN AH! TOO SURELY. 

And hast thou felt the wintery blast, 
When driving through the sky -, 

Then, ah, too surely hast thoc felt 
Man's inhumanity I 

And hast thou felt thy bosom palnM, 

And found no comfort by ; 
Then, ah I too surely hast thou felt 

Man's inhumanity ! 

And hast thou felt the frown of friends^ 

When fled prosperity ; 
Then, ah, too surely hast thou felt 

Man*^ inhumanity ! 



.r«KTIC BFrUBIOH^ 10 



A MOTHER'S TEAR. 

When Fanny watched her infant care^ 
So truly to her bosom dear; 

She kiss'd it oft — while dropM a gem — 
It was a Mothee'o Teab ! 



It sprang from richest, noblest feeling, 

To holy natare tiue ; 
A little radiant Messenger, 

€tuick from the heart that fiew. 



And told a pleasure there surpassing 
Every joy of earth beside ; 

TJnmix'd with sordid, selfish passion-^^ 
Purest love and reason's pride ! 



WoMJLii ! thou hast a greater bli9t 
Than heaven on man bestows ; 

\yhen, foBiiling with thy infant care« 
The tear maternal flows ! 



i^ 



IB ' MNCTIC Z»FUBIQin. 



LINBS 

^ $€ting a Cupid designed and painied by Mit$ HI C? 
repretenting him at having bound the heart with m 
chain ; and ihen in the act rf piercing it throvf^ wtk 
Ms dart. 

Tbe Kttle urchin notcontent<^ 
With adamaotine chain to bind ; 
' Bui e'er on love's sweet mischief bent. 
He tries to wound the mind ! 

Ah 4 'tis with winning roseate smiles. 
He well directs his treacherous art; 

And soon the bosom's peace beguiles, 
And triumphs o'er the heart ! 

Last 1 would^st thou never sigh, 

Turn from his love-beaming eye ; 

Catdi not the smite, that linger^ o^ef 

His playful mouth'—'twill give thee to his powV 

Cratfe not ! or else too soon thou'lt knotr, 

From hun, the fetal Win of woe! 



SONG. 

12^ MANNER OF THE SCOTCB. 

How Sweet are the Days. 

fiow sweet are the days I hav^e pass'd with my love, 
And how sweet to fond memory ever they'll prove: 
Wheo our boioiii> 6rM glow'd with affection's purr flamfti 
And friendship — Hwas known by a tenderer name 2 

t'ben-— how the blest minutes fled svriftly away, 

As by gome murm*ring streamlet we lengthened our stay; 

For, Anna was true, and her Edgar sincere, 

T\m each to the other was all that is dear ! 



CONtrNDRUM. 

fioth old and young do fe^l my power* 
And take me to their happy arms; 

Thb bliss — THE S3LA.CB of an hoar,' 
r<io smile, like mine, the besom wam* 

Life, without me's a mournful day, 
The heart is sad and weary ; 

My charms, like music, drive away. 
At once, all tho't that's dreary 1 



^ POKTie £FFU810Aftb 



THB PASSIONS. 



|^88toD8 most surely needfal i 

Grand stiro'li of the mind ; 
For, without them, 'twould sooti corrupt, 

As seas without the wind. 

Of thcni— the only evil comes 
Frodk their unlicensed rule,-*- 

'Which the poor wretch to mis'ry doomft, 
Who's thus their wayward fool I 

Be they indulged within the goal, 
That nature hath ordain'd, — 

They raise emotions in the sou)) 
W hich need not be restrain'd r 

When, from them half the virtues flow 

That OB our life such good bestow< 



POETIC BVFUfilOlffl. tS 



Bave like a shadow passed away^ or 
post that hffsteth by. 

The rose, that bloom'd oo beauty's cheek* 

And cbarmM the gazing eye, 
Hath, Kike a shadow, pasB'd away. 

Or post that hasteth by ! 

And youth and age, that gave delight, 

Apd grew with promise high. 
Have, like & shadow, pass'd away, 

Or post that hasteth by ! 

And many a hope, that cau^^d the heart 

To beat right cheerily. 
Hath, like a shadow, pass'd away^ 

Or post that hasteth by ! 

Then, wisdom let us seek to gain, 

A rich and noble prize ; 
Fo^THis shall with up e'er remain-^ 

Pright ofTspring of the skies I 

B,2 
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rOKTYC BWUflldNffk 



SO FADE THE WOKLD, 

ft> M« th^ worM !-^witfa all Hi cliannf , 

If thou, my Goil, be near ; 
Held in thine everlasting arms, 

]dy aoul shall never ftar ! 

80 fade the world ! — if in my breait 

Doth pure religion reign ; 
This promises eternal rest, 

Relief from every pain ! 

So fade the world *— if I be thint, 

Jesus, my ^viour, King ; 
And then, no more, shail I repine 

For joys which earth can bring S 

80 fade the world !-^a fairer aceii« 

Now breaks upon my sight ; 
Where clouds, nor daikn<»s8 interveae. 

But all's with glory bright ! 

80 fade the world !-*to thte, my God, 

Be all my homage paid; 
Whilst heart-fett praises burst alouda 

liifce holy incense spread I 



NBTIC BFFU8I0HS. S$ 



DOST THOU STn.L SEEK. 

Dost thou Still seek for happiness, toilinf^, 
Pursue this end of all thy mighty schemes ; 
And still this good thy eager grasp elude* 
Whilst anxious tho't is wrinkling o'er thy browP 
Come then, be wise — forsake a treacherous world; 
And draw thy heart from off its vanities ! 
Nor let ambition wild, nor cursed pride, 
Thy breast usurp, but fix thy mind on heaven ! 
Then, thy desires shall all be purified ; 
Nor .thine aflections cbain'd to time and sense, 
Mere emptinen? ! — 

Then, better hopes thy bosom shall inspire; 
And borne, on Faith's immortal pinions, rise, 
"Where joys eternal break upon thy view : 
*Tis THIS will heighten all thy cemforts here; 
And love, to God supreme, thy soul shall fill, 
And all within be— Pbacb ! 
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24 rOKXIC ZTFUSIOB*. 



TO WOMAT^. 

Itfuch has-been saitl and sung about theet^ 
. Told of all thy witching chjairm)) ; 
And he's unwise who lives without thee^ 
Shuns the bomb within thy arms- 

Thou art of life the sweetest blessing. 
Friend, compakion, bliss of man; 

And when ills around hira pressing. 
Anxious e'er some goo4 to plau : 

Forgetting thine own ease and pleanin^ 

t Wearied not in deeds of worth ; 
Thy dear heart's rich, noble trensare 
Shines in heavenly beauty foi'th \ 

"Who wouM not love thee, generous creatuK^ 

Fairest work of nature's God ? 
Jjove and grace in every feature, 

^akiug earth mor« blest abode 2 



»am« (rrcsviia. Its 



VISIONS OF YOUTH. 

Tisions of youth ! where have ye fled, 
1 hat brigbtetiM up my early moroiog ; 

That wre <thM your glories 'round my head^ 
And ev'ry scene of life adorning ? 

Ye ns'd to cheat me into bliss, 

With raptures dwelling on to-morrow i 

And now ye've left me only this — 
The sad reality of sorrow ! — 

Ah I age hath drove ye all away, 

Liong since, with sober, wise reflections^ 

Kor ivould let ye fondly stay, 

And steal upon the mind's affections. 

O, come again, and cheer my heart — 
I'll love ye, sweet deceivers, ever ; 

Ne'er will I let ye 'gain depart, 
No, vo ; NEVEB ! O, KO ; kevbk 1 
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2f VO^TICXVFCUOHS; 



BENEVOLENCE. 

X>aagliter*of heaven thy smiling, angel form 
Can charm our reason and our bosoms warm ; 
Can lift ouir souls 'bove the dull scenes of eartlh 
And to the purest noblest joys give birth. 

O hold thy reign in every liuman breast, 
ffaed thy sweet mercies on the sad, oppres'd^ 
And may thy spirit every heart engage. 
From lisping infants to the hoary sage. 

Tes ; from thy hand in numerous blessings flow ; 
^is thine to mitigate the pangs of woe : 
Vfiih brightening hopes sul&ise the tearful eye> 
Repress the moQrnful, ever wasting ugh I 

Daughter of heaven ! thy smiling, angel fom 
Can charm oiir reason and our bosoms warm ; 
Can lift the soul 'hove the dull scenes of earthi 
Aad to the pur«it, B«bl«6t Joys give birth ? 



BOBTic sryutiONi. 



And iareBt thou yet iesfise^ 



Tain raan ! and darest thon jet deipisv 

The soppliant fatherless ; 
ffoT hearken to the widow'n criet^ 

When pleading for redress ? 

Behold ber tears which bitter flow,. 

'Cause of th' oppressor's power ; 
And tell of her deep rooted woe, 

And ^ooDD each passing hour ! 

lay^at ihif scene art thou nnmoY'd, 
Nor pity touch thy breast ; 

Then go and herd thee with the brqtf» 
Nor dream thoa canst be blest ! 

Tliere is Aybngbb of the poor. 

The widow, fatherless ; 
Whose mercy ever shall cndare^ 

Amd guard them in distress 1 
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V*ATIC EFFUSIOAS. 



LIKE DAVID. V 

Wheo raigkty sorrows o'er us roll, 

Sweep all our joys away ; 
Like David let the pious sool 

Strike up the solemn lay ! 

Sing of the goodness of the Lord, 

His mercies, holiness ; ^ 
How saints shall reap the great reward,- 

Enjoyiag endless peace ! 

That in the realms of light above, 
A BLESSED Saviour reigns. 

Who feels for all his creatures love, 
Compassionates their paias ! 

Who would not that a soul should diej 
O'erwhelm'd with wretched fears ; 

For every want he will supply, 
And wipe away all tears I 



*& Obey — 'tis all that heaven requires-^ 
The work of holy faith ; 
Then, while the soul to God aspire^; 
Oreads no impending wrath t 



FOETIO EFFUSION!. 2M 



•PRAISE YE THE LORD. 

Praise ye the Lord ! great King of kings ! — 
Whose bounteous love saWation brings ; 
"Who mov'd with pity (or our race. 
Sheds on the world bis pardoning grace ! 

Praise ye the Lord ! with loud acclaim ! 
Whose glorious deeds of mi|chty fame, 
The nations fill with reverent awe 
To pay obedience to his law / 

Praise ye the Lord / with cheerful voice*/ 
Who bids his qreatures to rejoice ; 
Since thro* bit«on, to man he's given 
The holy joyt— the bliss of heaven / 



"^OB^Z 



30 FOBTIC BVrUSIORll. 

HOW 8AY YE. 

How say ye to my soul, 
Ah / like a timerous d^ve, ' 

To yonder mountaiD flee, 
Aad from thy fears remove* 

For sure the Lord'« my trust, 
My hope, my oaiy stay ; 

And what, when be is oear, 
Shall fright my soul away. 

JjO I do the wicked rise, 
And for a while prevail ; 

But—soon the righteous Lord 
Shall make their purpose fail. 

For from his holy throne— 
His watchful eyes behold 

The wayward sens of men. 
And all their sins unfold. . 

And, on then sore shall rain 
A dreadful storm of woes—* 

The portion of their cup, 
Who dare to be his foes/ 

But those, who love thp Lord,. 

Shall ever dwell in peace, 
And all that's good and fair. 

Around them shall enoreaie* 
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TVHO SEEK TO KNOW. 

Slesl art the pure bq^ undefiN 

In walk, before their God ; 
Vho «eek to koow iuM bigh Gommaii4% 

And cheerful bear his word i — 
Their homes shaJII ever peaceful be, 
Vor enter their ioiquity* 

The vine to them eball never fail, 
I'he olive all its fatnesi yield ; 

'VfTitfa roiy he»iih each breese be fraught. 
And bleitsings spread the teeming field / 

Heoce^^hall the righteous e'er re^oice^ 

And praise the |jQrd with happy voicf* 



BEHOLD. 

Behold/ OB yonder beetling height, 
Where a rui^estic oak hath grown,— 

'Which firm withstood full many a storii^ 
l^bat raging strove to cast it down / 

Just .«o, 'tis vvitb the virtuow mUid, 
When adverse fortnne'ft tempest lonri; 

And to o'ertbrow it vengeful tries,— 
.Sut vainly round ita fury ponrt. 



^ 
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LINKS 

fVOGZgTBD BT TRB CUTTING DOWN OB AN 01»% 
DBCA.TED APPLB-TRBB. 

Well ! thou bast lived to gbod old s^e. 
And often borne most pleasant fruit i 

Bat now— thy body's old. decayed, 
The axe i» laid unto thy root ! 

Jost so it fares with wretched Qiaa, 
Who to the world hath useful been f 

Ib age* despified and forlorn^ 
No farther profit in him seen I 

And, thou*st beheld, too, by thy side, 
Full many a sapling bloom awhile ; 

And pvery care on it bestovv'd ; 
Which but deceiv'd us with a smile I 

True emblem of the human race ! — 

Tho' yet to merit quite unknown, 
The youth is fetvor'd and caress'd. 

And worthy age oft left to moan t 
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TO Mir YOUNG FRIEND B. 

The rose is hloomiog on thy cheek, 

Now graceful waves tfay tlowing hair; 
But trust thou ooi f^ii iieauty^s bloom, 
See — virtue w^ars a ioym more fair ! 

Ah ! time will steal the i^!<e away, 
Will silent thin thy flowing hair ; 

Then, trust thou not I'rail Beauty's blooray^-r 
Nor give to it one moments caret 

lict not tfiy heart seek earthly joys, — 
1 teil thc6 friend thes*^ joys are vain \ 

And pleasures cup, tiio' smiling, sweet, 
Contains the sick'niug daught of pain i 

Then flee the world's poor sensual cfaarmii, 

l^ive hut to do thy duty here ; 
And bosom all thy hopes oo heaven. 

Where no mere dovvs the wretched tear I 



S< »«cTic tnvtmnt^ 



TO THE FAIE. 

^68, Vvt se«i» the blvsh'iDg rose. 
In all the pride of beauty drest, 

Its mildest sweetest tiats disclose, 
And I'oadly plac'd i( on my breast. 

And too« I've seen this lovely flower—* 
I>ear emblem of an f(^tle^8 maid ; ' 

Struck by >ome dire unfriendly power, 
Full lowly haug its beauteous head ! 

Blisa thuf expos'd thy youth I 
Beware of false and cruel man ; 

lle^ll praise thy innocence and truth. 
Whilst curs'd destruction is— his plan 1 



EMtJLATlON OF CHILDREN. 

See emulation swell their little minds, 

Whilst innocence U smiling o'er the scene; 

Tis love of this in social boiidi;, which binds 
The human race, and doth to virtue lean. 



1 



I 
rOSTie BFFCTBtmVI. 3? 



IMPROMPTU, 



^V BB190 A«KBD, WBBTRBB MBBB BBAUTT OB 7BB!r 

•O V WBBB HOT AIL TB A.T IB BSaVISITB TO 

COBSTZTOTB TXB LOTB BOB WOXAB f 

Hf hat ! Shan a face then win lay heart, 

Mere symmetry of form ; 
4iiGh thrilling raptures tbib impart, 

With love my bosom warm ? ' 

At well might ocean billows haaye, 

When not a wind did rise. 
As fancy thus my heart deceive, 

And fix my wandering eyes. 

No ; 'tis the beauty of the soOl, 

That could my bosem fire ; 
Thib would my tenderest thot's ooBlEil; 

And love and truth inspire. 



38 
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LINES TO 

O, thou envenomM foe to peace^ ♦ 
Ifben will thy cursed slanderings cease 

Their mildew^-blastS to spread ? 
Thou seem^st to know no other joy, 
Than reputation to annoy, 

And strike all hearts with dread / 

"When thou dost this / how wilt thou smile, 
AVith hellish pleasure, all the while — 

So speeds thy wretched art ; — 
For all thaOs dear to honest fame 
Sure fills thy paltry soul with shame, ' 
. And makes thy bosom smart/ 

No moral worth e'er charms thy breast ; 
Its loveliness disturbs thy rest. 

And whets thy hatred keen ; 
Yes, thou wpuld'st level all to thee — 
To hide thine own deformity. 

And "safely vent thy spleen ! 

Away I nor show thy hideous face, 
Where virtue ever had a place. 

Thou reprobate to heaven ! 
For all that^s dear to honest fame. 
Sure fills thy paltry soul with shame, — 

By vilest passions driven ! 
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TO HONOR. 

O, thou, name of dread import-— 
Oft tbe coward's last resort; 
Oft the splendid wear ot passion, 
Knaves and dunces keep in fashion ! 
Treacherous charmer, thou, of reason, 
Bife with bloo(ished, horror, treason l^ 
Oft the child of sentiment, 
Aiid the wear of good intent ; 
1 hen, the virtuous fully know thee, 
And their best afiectioos owe thee ! 



BEWARE. 

Eeware !— who says be loves his God, 
And dares to do his neighbor wrong ; 

'*^Tis all a foolish, vain pretence, 
A lie is dwelling on hib tongue ! 

For, God's a God of charity. 

Or, not a mortal e>n could live ; 

Then, who forsakes oumawitt, 
Sure ID that God cannot believe ! 



M POBTIC ZVtVBlOM. * 



I WILL L0V6 TflEE. , • 

# . I 

O !. come, ray lair quo, I wHl lore^liee, * * . 

Love thee for thy tboasand cfaarBis,-r' ' * 

!Not of beauteous persoo only. 

But of heart, that ever thy dear bo^n waxla»^ I 



When prosperity spread ^round me * • 

All her gifts, and cheerly SBtil'd^ •' * • 

Thou didst make the ec^e more lovely, . ' " . 
As every care thy converse sweet beguirdL ' . 

Yet, better still IVe known thy worfb,.' • « 
And well have learn'd ihy faithfuf lovi^ » 

While, smiling oft thru' sorrow's tears,* « 

1 hou gently would'st my aiixioos ihot's repiove^ 

'Twa%— when adversity's dark storm 

Came howling o'er.o.y head. 
And Sivept along with dreadful blast, * * 

And low in ruins eacl| fair- and b^ter. prO|peei 
laid : 

O, then, my girl, I found thee dear; 

And well I learn'd ihy faithful love; 
Kind as of pitying angel friend. 

Who'd come with healings from the realms above. 



*. . » • 

• ••••v.'*'. *■•* 

.' * .;■'. '. ••• 

• • TeH'nie, ye g»y and wantjon throng, " 

. Trop whence is all your j6y ; 
Is Borrow charmed with ypursong, 
hwT caies yoor tht)t^B empioy ^ 

• tfrhen way^Wari fortune spreads her gilooiB,- 

* .Ai)JHbcw$iaDd illsabound, 

« ""tTbat/. can your checks still lovely- bloom, 

* * Can peace wiibia be fonad? 

^ftAo\ when mis^riev. not your owir, 
f V Jr-lfroe'-fraiight tale dec! Are; 
. * Can yif forget tjje wretched's moan, 

*• . To scenes of mirth repair ? 
*V ** 

Be Ais y<vir bliss, adieu ! ye gay. 
Eternal my adieu I 
* ihl go— Religion leads thfe way, 

• • And betterjoys pursue I 

From THIS the heart shall find relief, 

* Shall truest pleasures rise ; 
'TisiHis will sooth the pangofgrief» 

And bear u&r-to the skies I 






'Tirw ill the JSpringtfd^: , ., ^ 

* f 

'Twa» in the iprJngtide Af tbc ytftf, *^ 
'Lone, fh a sMTeet ^nd popfar gtovt, ^ " 

Sirephon indnl^'d the rising tear, ** . 

And plaiative, thus, addressed his fovf ^ 

O, Julia ! to this bo99m dear, ^ |^ * '. • 
Why wilt thoti sbuD thy love? so; ♦ % •■• I 

E'er will thy heart so cold «pp|sar,* '• r " 

So plea^'d to give aootber wq*? * • * ^ 

.. . • . '• ■ ;- " 

It chanc'd, fair Julia heard his mf an, * • r 

And thus to sooth her lover's paiD'w- # ^ 

She said, dear youth, I fondl^ own, • ' . 

Thou IB 01/ heart dost selely- reign t ' ' ^ • ' 

Then Strephen cried < now am IJtilest-— 
To know thou deign'stlto call me thiat-; 

And to his happy bosom prest • 

His Julia, saying, th«a art minf ! 



- POBTte «FrU8ION8, ' 



THB SMILE OF GLADNESS. 

p^2*v« wen the sml]^ brgftdo«f, 

• Pkyful aa the mooD-4iKht.beam, . * 

* \ C)*er the Tace of iiqiling SHifnero « 

Cftsf A oiilcl eticbapting g1eaai:r* ' * 

8ofca»dfrflr, * 

Hope, on brighten iflg^wij^g, drew near^ 
: *Cara tfeguiiing*— .* * • " 

". • And 1^6 eup of Jbv waa filling. * / 

• • '•7 

• ■• ,• . • ^ 

fiut naoq a wrathftil storm arose, 
Menacing^a'tbousaiid^wtfKB ; \ • 

' ^'Wit^red forms of care, uoblest, * 
' , Terrific! sHbok the trembling bfeest^ 

Then— IVe setn this fmile depart, 
•* • transient as if meteor-ray ;» ' . 
lieave a g*toom opoti the hearlii 
Like a long and cheerles* day. 



' # 
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•.••.'* ' * ■ • •; .•,'-• ' •' .'.. 

, ' . While infidels deride mvfaitb^ ^ \ • \ 
' ^* '• And ask wHere is Ay God ? . *' • '• 

Both day ant} ni§:ht my tear«liave b^eh— 
^ • My coaaiai^ Ditter ^oodj ', * 

• Bui why.my 8oul/aft*1thou cast dowk, 9' \ 

' ■ ' ■ Bisquitfted witiiin? .* • •• 

• * HopeiAhoiyii God I fais graot shall bcio|^« " # 

A swSet release fi»m sin ! ♦ * . • 

V . . . . : » ^ 

* ^ ^nd,, yi bis courts I yet ^hall'raiie 

' •« • xtfy grateful-souudiAg voic&; ^ * - ^ 

Shig I^alleltijah^s tq ^is nanae, • « * • 

* Who bade my soul rejpi(te*l* • n ' *• * 



AWAKE YE SLOTHFUL.^. 

» * 

Awake, ye slothful, and ari«e,"— :- * 

' Behold your fields withg^vecds e^erraq ; ^ 

^ Go, to your work — so wIsdom^Defl^ • • 
Nor leave yqjur duty thus undone. 

Surely, ye cannot think to reap 

Fair sheaves, where ye haye never sown ; 
!Nor pure a<id clean your conscieniie keep, 
^ While gloth usurps tt^e mental throne ! 
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jSttf fHIarJcfhe Jluce of Man. 

The beasts with f>leasure seel^ their kiiid--^ 
la amicable bouds are joiiiM, ' 
And act witl^ truest social ininci^ 
BiU mark the race of nan-^youMl fin^ 
, Bread sigiM of his\)ppre8sion / ' 

* • • 

The \\U.\% feather'd tribes, that r^^e < 
On airjTwing^and mount the fkies, 
Are strongly to th«lr oMui IncUa'd ; 
But mark the race 'of man — you*ll find , • 
Dread signs of his oppression / 

• • • ' 

.The Staly'hab'tairts of the deep, 
AThich thro* the wav^s their courfei sweep, 
\f itb joy do ever meet th'eir kind ; 
But ma^k^he race of man — you'll Und • 

Dread signs of his oppressioo / 

« 

r 

r/en things inanimate seem to woo. 
With kindliest love, their species too, 
As tho' to mutual aid incIinM ; , 

Bat mark thernqp of man — you'll fin4 
Dread sigi^ of his oppressioa ! 



» '•'• 
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I JW mavy wise men after the fiesh^not 

many mighty^ not many noble are called. 

« * , Aiirt do»t thoa still, io secret ?\^h 
For this woi'ld's vainlike store, 

^ t I.ovf its imposing- ties? 

• . ' HasL« to be wise, . 

•^ * • t And learn, no more ' • , 

t - To give tliy soul to vanity ! 






^ 



Do ricljBS, gay, allure thy pride; 
A lid thy fond l)osom^ p»in, 
i I With ^.nxious, pining caTe? 
Of this beware,— 
, A wretched gain, •- • 

Wlien 'lis the loss of every good beside I 

Do honors cause thee to despise 

Thy poor and humble state ! 
lYhilr yet thou may'st awake^ 
'J by dreams forsake,, 
t'er thou too late, 
• Op'^neat to sober truth thine eyes I 

For what is grandeur bu\ a natiKe, 

In all its glittering drefs 
And train; — a mere deceit, 

The ftpleYidid cheat 

Ofbappinesi; 
Antl, Dft but fqlly's miserable claim ! 



> 
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Kot many noble, rich aod great, 

'Wilt sing redeeming love; 
^o fondly do they strive, 

For 8en?e to live, 

And boast their hate 

Of VAIRBB, P0&BR JOYS A.BOTE I 



TO PEACE. 

Smiling cherub of the skies, 
With tby. radiance bless mine eyes ; 
Come, resi(Je within my breast. 
Hush my sorrows all to rest! 

Thou ha«t often«heard my pleading, 
IV ben p>y broken heart was bleeding ;— 
Known the constant, bitter sighing. 
That my bosom's core was drying ! 

Round me spread thy blissful treasures, 
Give my soul to soothing pleasures ; 
As, tby gentle spirit's calming. 
All that's fair of life embalming ! 



^Ita 
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HIM WHO. 

Him, who in thy hours of peaces 
Warmly doth hu tove express, 
Ah ! avoiU--^aad let him ge, 
lie'li leave thee in thy hours of woe! 

Ves ; then heUl mock thy misery. 
As turn'il on thee reproachful eye ; 
Confessingf that he feels, no more,. 
The kindly beam of friendship's power. 

7hus have I known how poor man's heart, 
Bcgloss'd with hypocritic art; — 
•How weak its vows'—and, ah I how mean^ 
"When pride and self forestall its spleen ! 



To a Laitjy wlio wore a Dagger. 

Is't not enough, thou cruel fair. 

To kill us with thine eyes; 
Or, would ihy mercy sweetly spare 

What beauty's self deifies? 

For, quicker vengeance swells thy breast. 

Full well thy looks reveal ; 
To put our hearts, then, quite at rest, 

ThouH pierce them thro* with— Stkel ! 
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I HATE THB WRETCH* 

I hate the wretch ! whose ear is clos'it 

IgainBt the orphan's cry; 
Whose selfish iioul, yet, never felt 

' For other's misery I 
tfho, like the Levite, ever shuns 

His fellow in distress ; 
KorcoDies-^ihe good Samaritan, 

Bis breeding wouuds to dress ! 

i hate the wretch ! with bosom colJi 

"Who weighs his charity ; 
Metes out, with sure exactest rule^ 

His poor humanity ! 
Bat — ^1 do love the feeling heart, 

That quick afibrds relief; 
And joys, with holyextacy, 

I'd hush the tear of grief/ 
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' WHEN FIRST I SAW. 

tTbea firat I saw my Fanny dear. 
What raptures tfariird ray breast; 

Elysium kindled in faer smiie,—- 
And I was truly blest! 

6uch grace adoro'd ber lovely miefl, 
Such language in ber eye ;-— 

O, then I felt my soul was bersy 
And breathed lore's first sigh I 

She heard my love, receivM my vow/r- 

Thus did ber own reveal ; 
When o'er my heart a joy did come, 

As sweet as angels feel I 



CONUNDRUM, 

There is a rich and loveTyflowerr 

First bloom'd in paradise ;— 
And dear unto the feeling beartf 

And earth's best good it is t 

It is a flower that love must warmi 
Defending it from every harm ; 
And then — Hwill bloom so sweet and fair, 
It well rewards man's utmost careC 
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. TO MISS 

VHO t,trrVB BBCLVDBD FftOM THB WORLD. 

Flora, the gem, ivhoie gUitering ray 
Obflcores the blaze of envious day. 

And charms the woflderiog sight ; — 
While In the mine, unheeded lay, 

^OT shone, Hili first it met the light I 

So thus unnin'd— thy charms shall fade 1 
Ifor can thy worth be there display'd, 

Which seen, all must admire ; — 
Jast to thyself, then, leave the shade. 

Appear, and every bosom fire 1 



BURNS. 

Nature's lov'dt hiM, 

The Muses cm t): y being smiPd / 

And none, I wot 

Have sung, with half so sweet a note,. 

The Loves of Lasses, tender swains ; 

And who such purity inspire ; — 

For, thou hast made th^ ear t' admire, 

The heart to feel thy strains I 
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MAN^S ONLY HdPB, 

Go, search the world of vanities, 
Dream here and there thy comfort is» 
I Taste all its joys the most refiiiM; 

Still, «tinthnu'it :^^, 

JMau's only hoj)e is — Heavin! 

Let shining gold allure thy sense, 
I Plead thou the *EpicrKE'8 isKFEWCE,*^ 

I Tea, range through pleasures uncontiaV]; 

I £till, still thou'lt tiod, 

I 3j an's o»ly hope is— Hbaven ! 

Let rank aid honors cbarm thy soul, 
Usurp o'er thee supreme control ; 
Awhile, though liiey may sooth the rain<2j^ 
J Still, fitiUthou'lt find, 

iv JMau^e only hope is — Heaven,' 

t .^ Next, lord it o'er thy fpllow man, 

> Despising nature's equal plaa; 

;Pe all of earth for thee combia'd, 
^lill, still thou'lt find, 
\ Han's only'bope is — Heaven ^ 
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TO A LADY, 

rHO WAS BPOftTIVSLT BXHDINO A WEBATH OS 
PLOWBE8 BOUBD A GEBTLBlftAll^g KBAS* 

Bf yra, forbear thy witching^ art, 

yor kill poor Milo quite ; — 
I>ost thou not see how sad his heart, 

Wta while so gay his heaU^s bedight / 

Sorefy, thoa mark'st that mournful smile, 

Which doth his inmost soul betray ; 
'Twten hope and fear it plays the while. 

Sweet girl, forbear, away ! away I « 

Thy gentle bosom never knew 

THnfiict a wanton cruel pain ; 
Then tell him,— O, I'll leve thee tod— 

Or should I tell thee so,— Hwere vain / 



fiTERNE. 

Tfaov wit and humourist, still to nature true,-— 
€are, virtue neVr bad cause to blush for you : 
The rigid moralist may condemn thy pen. 
And say that thou too lax hast often been ! 
But what ef this / good feeling's on thy side, 
iUd tfaifl's thy noblest boa«t, tby glorious prid*.! 
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SEE'ST THOU THAT MAN. 

Sec'st thou that man, unsh&ken, firm, ' 

Amidst adirersity; 
SliU conscious of his inward worth, • 

His own integrity. 

He hears the storm, and feels its rage, 
But not repining! y; 
• * To heaven still lifts his grateful eyes, 
"MThose power mysteriously — 

Supports the virtuous in distress, 

Saves in extreaiity ; 
As smiling, o'er the troubled scene, 

Conscience sits peacefully ! 

This is a sight which heaven doth love, 

Look OB approvingly ; 
"Whilst saints and angels hymn their joy 

For blest- humanity I 
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FRAISK THE LORD. 

Fraise Him r mn and mooiH. 

AnJ every sfaining^ star;. 
^Praise Him l a)l ye Hes^ 

And vatiood from alarA 

Vniae Him t every tbing^ 
Ib earth, In sea, anii-sky ;, 

fixx, the sovereigt) Locd» 
Awful ia majesty T" 

fnAw Him I all ye saints. 

Who bloit surround his tbR>Dft;^, 

1<ocm) H«sai}nabs raise, 
T» the Stsbn Ai. oivz ! 



INTEMPERANCE. 

.Tftotr fe\\ destroyer of tiM bnmao race,. 
Wfco Hv*8t on misery and foul disgrace, — 
Back to thy drear, infemaT, eurs^d abode> 
AjtdmarBO more Uia noblest wosk ef Gq41 
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A HIT 

dt the 8tyle of our would-be aentimen- 
tal Poetaetera. 

Vre 8cen a cat, — at one small leap,— • 

Spring pat upon a mouse ; 
And then Vve seen this very cat^ 

80 happy look and crouse ! 

Vv teen her, — ^next, 'tis sober tratlir 
Her game, well pleas'd, lay down.. 

While* ever and anon, she'd mew, 
The victory she had won I 

I've seen her,— like that creature, m^ , 

Her victim torture sore ; 
Just let the mouse a (ittle go,-^ 

Then catch it as before ! 

/ 

AuA I have seen, alas ! have seen 

Her fairly eat it up ; 
And then, that the poor mouse should 'flC|]||^s 

Twere patting boands ol hope t 



mSTIC EVFVSIOHab St 

O SAY. 

'Vrft;'Rce» ivhenee^ O, nj^ oar ffeqoeDl.boesi-^ 

That mpreottrortbare we, 
IC^iDNig^ golil our cofifer^s fill ?-^ 

Unlasft our. l|^rt» be J 



Te aid tfte ocedj. and iliiiirMB'd, 

Forsaken by ikt world ; 
Who pioe m, want ^miit caret leTMe, 

By aiiverse fi»iane bjariM!. 

Wlij, witb so^b seen i^of^ Jook dow^* 

Xipoii our <e?low--clay ?- 
Ifoer feeble tenantft of th^ fUifli 

Our Uves> too, pas».awfry ! 

Kare we by nature m^tv to clain^ 

Is hearen unequal here ? 
^e sUn / — itft ways are ever true, 

Though (kirk sooietimes appear I 

'Vkat ! if our 4lay« oaore profperovs b«^ 

Abnundiog honoi¥ flow t 
Cait TBis secure the boon ofpeaee^ 

Shut out our hes^rts Croat woe, ? 

-T&e time is Bear, and come it witi; 

"When vice shall bave its due ; 
And lovely virtue, ay, shall blooa^., 
l^tMnal ages thro? 1:^. 



£tS POBTie BFrUBIONS. 



LINES TO _.. 



Yes ; I have seen the man you namM i 

And ah I how obbat and littli imot 1 

I would not be so doubly fam'd^ J 

For all the riches of Peru. 

Fortune, in frolic, btessM the dunce. 

She on him rain'd a golden shower : 
Now, nearly all, who scomM him onee, 

Taxa x«Bss thak hothisg do a.dobs I 

Pray, what^s his head ?-^n useless thing. 

Where old, primeval chaos reigns ; 
^arce two ideas can he bring — 

' But plainly shew a lack of brains !- 

Yet, he is current with the world, 

As coin just issued from the mint ; 
And bearing folly's flag, unfurIM, 

Like fools behold their glory in't^ 

^Tis thus is made a common cause, 

Lest sense and merit fihould prevail; 
For, dunce with dunce must shake his paws. 

Or soon their every hold would faiU 

And what'» his^ieart P-— ^tis poor and meao,««* 

Ho fellow feeling warms his breast ; 
^t, at Keligion^s shrin'e he's seen, 

And aiNGs and PBAxnu with the rest ! 



FOBTfC EVFUSIONB. 5d 

So His he cbeats the wondering throng. 
Which laud his saiiitsbip to the skies ; 

A hypocrite the first amotig, 
Tho^ often hail'd with gladsome eyes I 

For, fortime haply bleisM the dunce,-^ 

She on him rain'd a golden shower ; 
Now, nearly all, who scorn'd him once, 

Tbis less than sotbino do ai>ork ^ 



A HINT. 

Ah r with foul and slanderous tongue, 
Beware to do thy neighbor wrong ; 
]>evils may feel as pure a joy, 
As those who character destroy ! 

Whose word are dark as shades of death, 
And wasting pestilence their breath! 
iThose bosoms only happiness 
Springs from the wri things of distress I 

Ah ! with foul and slanderous tongue. 
Beware to do thy , neighbor wrong ; 
Kemember, 'tis a crime so base, 
,To blot it out in depth of grace I 



IS SWEETER tXSU 

To know a fair one cmres for thee— 
# Forms vtrtue^s nobtost panoply ; 

To gain ber love, win her esteem, 
U sweeter far than pveto dream ! 

li Gomes upon ^ trembling Inait, 

Like fairy hues of even ; 
Beyond the reach, tlie glare of ^ft— 

A charm t?bat beams of heaven 1 

It soothes Hie mind, embalms l^e soul. 
With hopes most pure and holy ; 

An antidote to witheriag eare — 
A spell that keeyps from folly ! 



ANNA'S TEAll. 

t tew it fall on Anna^ cheek. 

And liagerinf thcre--awhile rtpofit \ 

In radiance mild, and softly bright, 
As dew drop on the beauteous rose* 

r 

^I^fliS dearer far than richest gem, 
That e'er with dasaBling lustre ^hone ; 

H told a true and feeling heart, 
Aiid flowM, sweet pity, all thine own I 
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TO MARIA. 

Yon ask me, whence Eliza's grace? 
Tis soul iliameB ber beaute«i]% lace : 
In all she says or does, 'tis this, — 
8|M*eads 'rotuid h^rso much loveliness! 

One smile of hers approving given-^ 
Is like a beamy ray from heaven ; 
Joy to tae oreasl most dear Supplies, 
Since virtue only wins the prize I 

"Wom^n!— if rightly used thy power,— 
}iow migbtest thm merjd the wayward heart ) 
And cheer and biets the social hour, 
As wisdom tby fair iips impart! 

Thy frown would awe the libertine, 
And check his froward, vicious ways ; 
While thy sweet smilr to virtue due, 
Would oft oppressed merit lai^e! 



02 POETIC EFFUSIONS. 

A TRAVESTY SONG* 

WRITTEN FOR THE 4th OF JULY, 18i&* 

Come, friends and foest 

Come, altogellier,— 
And let us now be jolly; 
Don't care a fig how party goes. 
And neither mind nor wind, nor weather^ 
This surely would be folly I — 

Bring, bring the cup 
Of sparkling wine, all, 
viiet's suak our Cia^ most doundly,-* 
And ne'er to British sway give ttp> 
Tho' ministers should whine, all. 
And rave away confoundMly I 

Health to the maui 
Who sat at helm 
Of good Ship, Constitution}— 
When, savage yells from Albion ran, 
Astounding thro' our frighten'd realm 1 
And acted like a true son ! 

And next, in right, 

. Let Orleans hear 

Her Hero ever prais«d j— 
His warlike arm was dread in fight, 
Sav'd many a widow's tear. 

His country's glory raised I 
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And now, — to all, 
Each noble soul. 
For battle-deeds of glory. 
May honors thick hs haiLHones fall, . 
Their fame extend from pole to pole, 
And ever live in story I 

But stop— once more, 
.^ Let's fill the bowl ;— 
;/rull health to James Monroe too ; 
The mantle our old Pilot bcire 
Poth now inspire his gallant soul, 

IiE*8 HSA.JITY AND H£^« TRUE TOO ! 



EPIGRAMATIC. 

Two amorous wight's sought Fanny's hand. 

And constant woo'-d the fair; 
*TiU often ask'd. she did at length, 

The favor'd one declare, 

Cries Ned, stipe now I'm turn'd adrift, 

And wondering am at this : — 
Says Joe, in faiih, 'tis nothing strange, 

Because you sought ▲— miss ! 
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A SCENE. 

That tame desirei, fond hopes aod anxioas fear& 
Inspire the breasts of low a^ well us high, 

Clear — from the following iiiuideut appears, 
And will the place of argument supply. 

9aid Jack, unto his brother Whip, the oilier da)E| 

Why rise so earlyi why to bed so late; 
"Why suffer cares to eat thy bloom away, 

lyhile the dark hairs grow silvery on thy pate? 

Then answered Dick, with manliest feelings warm,-*« 
I heed npr tempest, nor the threatening storm; 
Nor heat, nor cold, nor wet, nor dry, 
But full OD glory fix my longing eye ! 

>Tis, 'tis for this I sacrifice my ense. 

The newest style of driving horse rf:.v/7/ay,— • 

And every dear occasion seize- 
To show the world how I can dash away ! 

^itV, this animates my heart. 

For. who would live withont a name? 

Yes, ycF, I live,— I live for fame • 
fkfio crack'd his whip, and onward drove his thund«i'-> 
log cajrt ^ 
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HYPOCRISY. 

If there^s a crying sin, on earth, 

Calls loud for punishmeot ; 
'Tis that of dark hypocrisy, 

On others^ ruin bent ! 

Say, dost thou mark that smoothed broWi 
Those smiles which seem of heaven ; 

There^s mischief lurking ^ueatb their guise, 
Black as the shades of even ! 

TbeyMI lure the unsuspecting wretch, 

Who falls within their power; 
And on his poor devoted head 
- A sure destruction pour ! 

So doth the wiley serpent charm 

The luckless, feathery race, 
'WTIiich round their own destroyer play, 

^Till lost in bis embrace ! 



^ pocTiv EFFuaiorra^., 



TELOCIPEBB. 

Said Tom to Dick, the other day. 

As they stood gazing on the way ;— 

*\yhy, what is ihal-ihen thing, — 

There? His strange I vow ; — 

It seems two wheels wilh wooden springy 

Darnation I see k go ! » 

Cries Dick, thatV caUed Velocipede — . " 

A creature without tail or hpdd, 

That wants nor whip nor prick, — 

There's nought to do hitt oa and kick^ 

Away. His gone full speed \ — 

And will or staj^p op coach outran. 

In manner wonii.-rful, indeed ! 

As very often it has done, ' 

"Well ! well ! hul what is that astride^ — 

There— ^kickiop ho, and tries to ride ? 

Wounds ! how the thing dot's pant for hrenth — 

*Tis dying, sure, a shocking diBath / 

"What ! /.W,— which tttoks—ZAerf, stiff as brasg^ 

TitB^otbingM a^Bandy Ass J 



TO MISS — . 

©ood Lord t thy tonf^ue w ever on the clack, 
Likeflamiag lealot at his full devotina ;— 

And right or wrongs it matt4>rs o'lt a jot, ^ 

For seose ne\tr put the pretty thing in motiov. 

JVc heard it go— when prudence would have told Ihet, 
TbouMst better kept it clofle within thy teeth *, 

Then biight'st tbou've pajis'd for quite a charming 
creature, 
Kor've stripped from (pity's head bar blighted wreath ! 

l^utno ! thine everlasting love for talking 
Would not permit thee wisdom to pursue ; 

While thy dread din of nonsense, always pouring 
On every ear, mak^es e'en thy friends look<«*<&^e/ 



THE MISER. 

Bo but obseirve that tottering, care-worn Wvetch^ 
Qf sunken eyeR, and dark and furrowed brow : 
See how he hugs his bags of sb:»ing <iuf9t,-<- 
And, as his store, with trembling hand;), ha counts^ 
Nark on his pale, lank cheeks, ihut sordid smili^i 
W^hich tells how poor and pitiful his heart 1 
Pow rust of avarice has settl^^d there, 
Ami caakti'd all iti iiacial, manly joyi.<^ 



OS FORTIC EF9USI0II9^ 

GO, &c. 

Go, do tlie fleed« of troth and lo^e, 
So shall thy eoascience thee approve ; 
And thou, no more, shalt vainly toil'*^ 
To gain of peace the cheering smile. 

But, heaven thy days shall ever bless. 
Bright with* the sun of righteousness ;-— 
And, should ten thousand dangers come. 
Round thee shall never spread their gloom t 

For, right within — no fears shall rise 
To fright thee with their wretched guise ; 
The mind, undaunted, calm, serene^ 
Still comfort finds in every scene ! 



WHEN REASON, SCRIPTURE. 

And what is dvtt each one cries-— 
Whal^is the wisdom of the wise; 
liO ;' is it here or there we find 
Thls«puRiriBE of the mind ? 

Surely ! 'tis every where we find, 
When Reason, Scripture we pursue, 
This purifier of the rnind-^ 

Is X^OTB TO GoiH-**OUJl VBIGHBOB TOO ! 



fO£xic mcsioKa. 
^PDRESSED TO MR. — . 

In Modo C»fuohiioni8. 

What! die for love? 

Too bad, by Jove I 
O, dear! 'ti« melanchol j : 

Be WMC — f'»nd man, 

Your tear; restrain, 
And think no mure of Molly > 

Zounds ^ what is she,— * 

That thoa fibould'st flee 
All contfbrt for her sake, man ? 

Or whiiCy or bhek, — 

Faith, turn your back, 
And let yosr heart ne^er ache, mao* 

O, no! she's fair, 

I do declare, — 
And dearer too than life, air. 

And sure am I,— 

That I shall die, 
'Less she becomes my ^ife, eir ! 

Then, die, at once. 
Thou silly dunce ; 
Lprd ! what a pretty theme, O ! 
This Epitaph-^ 
1^1 write thee, calf, 
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A BRIGHTER REGION. 

Lift, lift your thot^s from Ibis vain wor}tf» 

Where iroables boorly rise ; 
For, eare beyo id these mortal bouiids, 

A Brighter Region hes I 

Xiifi, lift your thot's from this vain vorld^ 

Nor be a willing slave 
To vanities, which ^thrall the mind, 

Atad do the heart deprave 1 

liift, lift yo«r thot's from this vain worlds 

^^or seek its fleeting joys ; 
The things of time and sense are poor, 

Mere baubles— empty toys i 

lilft, lift your tbot^s from this vai» werkt„ 

Secure a nobler prize ;— 
TSoTy »ure beyond the^e mortal bottDdi^ 

A Brighter Region lies i 
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THE BIBLB. 

t>, Thou Book of sacred treesare, 
Strange ! by iportals m neglected ; 

'Source of all thaOs true of pleasure, 
All tkat^ good from heaven reflected. 

&«ly truthfi around n^bean^n^— 
From thy radiant page divine, 

^Ws^e our souU from earthly dreaming, 
Bear them 'yond ^"his world's confine. 

Faith with reason "'while contending, 
Wavering 'tween hope and fear ; 

''Till, at length, the conflict ending. 
Takes the gift— and smiles sincere ! 

Then, how oweet flows on our being, 
By Almighty Love surrounded; 

Thus, the Hock o'f Ages seeing. 
Find oar happiness unhoaaded i 



92 «uK*ic BrvusioHSj^ 

LINES 

Oeeasioned by a eonsideraiion of the mournful exit t^ 
the Vtloci^ttUt from an overtfeening parental solid' 
iude for a baiuling begat, wmewhat in iis own like^ 
WC53, caiUA the Velocimanijiede ! 

Alas! 19 then Ihy promise flecl, 
Low in the dust thy honors laid ?— 
Full soon thy morning sun went dowg, 
"Well ere it reach'd a gplendid noon ! 
But long thy merits shall survive, 
Thou, in thy 'manipede, shall live,— 
An oflfepring worthy of thy loins, 
Whence all the parent's glory shines-* 
Thee unlwrn ages yet shall praise. 
Bless thee for Manipedian days ;— 
Give thus to each a deathless fi&me, 
And spread afar thy mongrel name ! 
O, bjow immortal must we call ye,— 
Both child and parent sprung from folly / 



CONUNDRUM. 

I am white, and Pm hlack, I am hrown and Pm grey. 

No colour but what I am dress'd in ; 
And always am striving to hide from the day. 

Though the day do I ever look best ia. 



roSTic vnvtmH*. t9 



SINCE FROM. 



iSinqe, from ray enemies, O, Lord, 
Thdu bast my vexed foul restored ( 
O, may the grateful seng of praise, 
!Employ the remuaut of my days ! 

And, in thy courts my feet be found, 
Wfa^re love and truth and grace abound^ 
And, to the eye of faith, is given 
A cheerin^^, blessed yicw of Jieaven ! 

• ■ 
There guarded by thy mighty am 
From every danger and alarm ; 
HSy heart shall feel a holy peace, 
B^oic'4 wHh dev^i of righteottiDmA 



74 POETIC EFFUSIONS. 

The ways ^ Prwidence are equal, as Ike Scr^ 
tares fuUy declare^ th9^ scmetimes to our meak 
apprehensions thof ma$f oihermse egppear* 

THEN CEASE, ' 



Then cease, presumptuous man, no more, 

1 his blessed truth gainsay ; 
Thy little wisdutn can't explore. 

And shew the hiddbit way ! 

6ay, ean^Bt thou fathom the despot 

Of dread Omnipotence,-^ 
Buried in darkness aad In stoa, 

Frail child of tine and sense f 

By searching tfaou can^stnot find out 

The great Ktemal mind ;— 
Philosophy oft makes the doubt, 

. More hardenM and more blind ! 

Cease thy complainings, know thou, still, 
AW things move onward right ; 

Justice directs infinite will, 
Goodness infinite might ! 



I 
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And would tby heart anpatned be, 
l^heo sufficing righteous die,*^ 

To th* eternal doctrines flee, 
And look beyond the sky I 

"Where peace awaits the wearied soul, 
Whose faith sustaio'd it thro^; 

And streams of sweetest pleasure rol]« 
Immortal ever knew ! 

So when thine aching eyes behold 
y The prosperous wicked here ;— 
Tho' now they boast, what woes, untold, 
' Shall close their sad career I 

^us virtue ^ball rewarded be 

With pe8ce,**aBd viee wkb miseiy^ 

Tho'.here on earth not always given ^ 
By thft(ay«terious wiU of keav«ai 
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AN AMULET. 

When dread misfortune's howting bhist 
Doth, round our heads with fory beat ; 
What theo stell ^eep otkr hopes steadfost^ 
And quell our fears ?— Aiv Ahokbt t 

Do holk>w hearted friends forsake, 
If 'gainst us tb' tide of fortune set ; 
What then shaU our Mtd bosoms wak^ 
To love again ?— A* Amvlst I 

Tho* wealth should ne«^ on ns wAit, 
And poverty attend our feet ; 
What then sbalf dbe^onr darksoitie stat^ 
And light bitr path?^A» AuvLVt t 

Tho' thousand cares come on amain,— 
With "-Ha^tly smiles our sorrows greet; 
What then shall cease our heavy pain, 
And guard oar peace? — An Ahvlet! 

When numerous ills, like marsbal'd foet^ 
The fortress of our joys bt^set ; 
Behold tbe charm fdr deadly woe&— <^ 
Religion— 'Tis tbat Amulet I 
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ADVERSITY. 



Adversity I at thy approach why should 

i fear ; is aught of thee so terrible ? 
Foil well I know thou hold^st, in thy dark hand. 

The rud of triafsore ; and oft, thy stroke's severe,. 
Tis true : yet, to the humble seul 

Good dost thou bring, that, when by thee chosUai^d, 
Unto higb heaven's will^sttbmisiive bows, 

And trerabling leant iipoi\ her God 1 
Be then thine liour, however sad, rightly 

Improved ; and that Almighty Friend, who ne'e# 
In vain afflicts, the broken heftrt shall heaU 

And peace vouchsafe 1- 
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CHARITY. 



BJovr btwt is ca artty — she bearftlh long, 
^Cfti-cc will believe her neighbor in the wrong j 
Sweet are the accentn fium her lips that flow, 
And swift her hand to alleviate others' woe I 

■ She SBtiles-^^ttnfl hope, Again, holds ehe^ol iwajr 
O'er the sad heart, and wakes a happier day ; 
And all the virtufes, at iter raiM aoslroul, 
IX> brighter shi^e, and purify the Boul ! 

How blest ifi charity — ^She beareth long. 
Scarce will believe her neighbor iti the wrong; 
Peace spreads her wing, where'er her footsteps wend, 
Thb Christiah's Guabdiax, and the Wretcb's 
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THERE IS A LIGHT. 



There is a light that beams fr«m heaveo» 

On lifers short, evil day, 
And cheers the pathway of the jUBt, 

And guides him oo his way. 

It is a light that fills the soul 

With joyous, peaceful hope; 
And that.wb^^o gloomy feari arise. 

Still bears the spirits up ! 

And, woitld'st thou see this^glorkkis light,*- 
Thls light which beaD.8 from heaven ; 

Behold! around the Christian's bead 
It shioes, how caloi-^how even I 
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LINES ON MR. M. 



He hadhisfailings-^tell who never had, 
But they were failiii|:8 of a feeling heart ; 

Not those which flow from cool and steady bead» 
Where even virtue is laid down by chart. 

Peace to hlg shade ! in honor let him rest, 
D!>tres8 ne'er sought hi« open ear in vain ; 

His was ihe generous, kind and pitying breast, 
And hit tub j>ssj> to soothe auother^s pam i 
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EPITAPHIUM. 



Hie depositae 

Manes Porapei Grimalkin, 

€tui, Marcii prima, A. 0. MDCCCiTH, 

Uasc vita obit, an. duos a^tat. 

Erat dura vivens— 

Amicorum iflius gaudiuin atque miratio; 

Est ille veluti nunc tristia illorum ! 

Tirtutes ipsius noa ostentantes J 

Kemini iniraicus, 

Benignus, placidus, 

Plenus amore, 

Fidelig, 

Domi amatus, 

Boni communis studiosus, 

MiLGN animus! 

VitfB perficicbat hujus tacite carsum, 

Fatna di>m prope inaudiebatuc 

Ejus Bkkefactorvm I 
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SOME SAY. 



iome iay that Love is a passion— < 

Both idle and vain ; 
That it bindeth, ajas, poor reason^ 

With folly's dull chain r 

That aflbction is but a sweet fancy — 

Refinement of sense ;' 
liess blinded that every one can see— 

The heart's fervour is hence ! 

Let them say so ; I sci.m their re]HtMich!ng ; 

Love's the soul's pfeasure, — 
'Tis a bliss vent to heaven approaching. 

Life's dearest treasure ! 

Then away wUh low scoffing and jeering,^ 

WoM \ is's man's blessing ; 
Like an an^el in sorrow appearing, 

Tru« worth expressing I 
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TO OPHELIA. 



I>ear one, thy virtues e^er inspire 
My soul, with truest love for thee ; 

Fure as the light my bosom's fire, 
And strong as is bxvceaxtt I 

Within my breast thou je^er shalt dweli, 
My thot^s no other fair can move ; 

Come then, nor doubt me when I tell 
How sweet thy tenderness and love ! 

O ! let, my girl, no idle fear, 

One moment pain thy gentle heart ; 
To me no other shall be dear .* 

I WXLIi SOTJ CANNOT VROH TBSX FART t 
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HAST THOU NOT. 

Ilast thou not iieen ibe devr-drop glitter 

In th' luojrning's fay ; 
Hast thoa not heard the winged choir, 

Warbling from cbeerfbl 8pray ! 

Ilagt then not wntch'd, with fantjy glowing^ 

The mellnw 1ij:bt, 
That tremblen on the brow ofeVen^ 

lospiriug warm deligbt ! 

Haft not thy bosom known tke biisB 

Of sympathy ; 
And too, Uie joyous charm that lives 

In frteiid8htp>B bright'iiiiig. eye ! 

toast not thy memory trac'd the scenfii 

Of childhood dear ; 
When, many a blooming hope was nigk 

Illy gaxiUe mind to cheer ! 

Of Woman, than, thou must have felt 

That hea\renly grace, 
Which thrills (he heart, full beaming froitt 

Her speaking, angel face 1 
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THE SIGH. 



Oentle Zephyr, whither flying 

With that little beauteous thing, 
On thy bosom mournful lying, 

Breathing sweetness as of spring 
Tell, O tell uie, quickly, do, 
What itsraame, why trembling so! 
More can't tell thee, as 1 fly, 
That it is a heart felt sigh, 
"Which, in haste, I happy heap 
From Alcemon to his Fair I 
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WHAT LOVE IS LIKE. 



^Tis like the monTing dew. 

On beds of roies lying; 
Or, like a summer^s ran, 

Wiien trensient clouds are flyiag i 

Or, liketkeinormng light. 
The western sky iliumiag'; 

Or, like the queen ot night, 
In tender softness blooming; 

Or, like some heavenly strain, 
When o'er the senses stealing, 

That banishes each care and pain^ 
And wakes the soul of feeling I 
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CUPID. 



Cvpid, onee, io frolic mood, 
Tow^d heM try bis golden dart ;• 

jLiid tipt with love, away it flew, 
And slyly piercM my heart I 

Then, oh 1 what pftiiis, what jealous car^ 

My woaoded bosom own'd ; 
My dreams were e^er of Ellen fair, 

Aikd her fiilse vows bemoaned ? 

I sought her oft in every bower. 

To love long consecrate : 
And bless'd and cursM th^ unhappy honr^ 

VThich bound me to her hate ! 

Fond youth ! beware the golden dart,. 

And from its woundings shield thy heai;!^ 
Tho' tipt with love so bright and fair, 

Bestmctive is the poison there! 
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TO HANNAH. 

WHO AfifKED WHAT ORNAMENTS SHE SEOUIiD 
* SELECT *TO WEAR AT A PARTY. 

Bich in intellectual jitore, 
Th»u needest not the gloss of «irt— 

Td make the mAny feel thy power, 
And where thou mov'st delight impart. 

Yet ; as the world's by fashion swayed. 
Some ornament Inust deck thee too : 

Then call in nature to ihy aid, 

With art she'll teach thee what to do. 



BO£TI€ B9FI78IONB* 

SONG. 

tN MANNER OF THE SCOTCH. 

Come to my Bosom. 

CTmne to my bosotn, fair one, oome^ 

And dwell forever thpte ; 
JSake it the pillow of thy rett, 

I'll flOoUie thine eveiy care ; 

Jkni guard thee as I woold my life, 

E^er try thou sbalt be blest; — 
C«ttiie to my bosom, fair one, come^ 

Alone by thee possessed ! 

I^DSt tboo not bear roy tender call^ 

Wilt tboQ not come, my fair? 
0» yes ; I'll to thy bosom come. 

And dwell forever thex9 I 
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WHO WOULD NOT. 

Fanny, whene'er thy sparkling eye 
Is turnM complacent on me ; 
I somehow AmI— I can't tell why, 
As tho' its charm bad won me : 
Who would not?'^ 

And when I see thy pouting lip. 
All circl'd 'roand with smiling* ; 
Its nectared sweets how would I sip^ 
Of care the dear beguilings : 
WhowouJdnot? — 

But, when I mark thy bosom swell 
With virtue'^ holy feeling ; 
Then, my fond passion would I tellj 
To love and truth appealing . 
Who would not ?-^ 
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WHAT STRAIN IS THAT. 



Wkat Strain Is that faTli? softly on mine ear, 
As fram some angel karp most sweetly strong ; 

Ilieenis the voice of love to memory dear, 
When my fend l^art beat high, and hope was yoongK 

Iteonsef— tfaos telling me wb^t jeys are gone, 
What years engnlpbed in tbe flood of time ; 

Bow many a good desir^d's forever gone, 
'What bappinesa been nipped in the prime f 

O! hm H wakes my pleasing, aching sense^ 
When, dear Almira, all my soul was thine ; 
!*• 'Vbenatl tbe joys thisr world could e^er dlspenM^ 
^ Wottid but (or thee around my heart entwine t 

|l 

Vbat strain Is that, falls softly on mine ear, 
As from some angel harp most sweetly strung ; 
f H minds me of that saiuted one, so dear, 
I Vhea mj tomi heart beat high, and hope was yonng I 
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OMNE EADEM. 



Why passeth in sorrow thy season of youth, 

E'er lettestthy bosom be pain'd ;— 
Be wise ! and attend this lesson of truth, 

By sorrowing BOthiag is gain'd I 
Then away with thy cares,— for. in all sober sense, 
'IwiU be OuNB Eadbm a hundred years hence ! 

The minute, that's rolling now quickly along, 

Is all that thou caa'st call thine own; 
Then, let it be cheer'd with the pipe and the song, 

Undisturbed by a plaint or a moan ; 
And away with thy cares, with thy troubles dispense, 
►Twill be Omnb Eadem a hundred years hence!, 



>• 



Why, anxiously seeking and toiling for wealth 9^ 

'Tis a bubble as empty as air ;— 
Much dearer than this is sweet rosy-cheek'd healthy 

So happy, so cheerful, so fair ! 
Then away with thy folly, with thy av'rice dispense^ 
^TwilL be Ohnb Eadbm a hundred years ke»i^i 
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Wby niflPrest ambition te trouble tby Ibretity 

A ad honors nllure tby fond mknU ?•— 
Tbey often bat reader poor ibbd more unblett,— > 
Little Gorofort in tbem canst thou find ! 
Tfen, away with tby wants, with tby pride quick 

dispense, 
Twill be Ombb Ejldxm a. hundred years hence ! 

Vhy, hoping and fearing in all thy pnrsuitSt 

And anxiously look^at for the morrow ? 
Tis idle, and unto tbee nothing it boots,— 
But only eucreaseth thy sorrow ! 
Then, hope not too much, with tby fears quick dispensi 
fFwUl be Omke Elbbm a. hundred yean hence I 
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TO THE ROSE. 



How oft have lover* gaeM on thee, 
. And told of all their extacy; 
ThoH th^e a sijL'h a lip, or cheek. 
And fancied thee almitst to speak,— 
As thoii ditl^st mind them of some fair, 
"Who, in thyself, was pictured there. 
Ah ! in this rapturous state of feeling, 
The heart a heaven of beauty stealing, 
They little dreamM, beneath thy charms, 
A thorn was hid fo full of harms, 
Until too fondly thee caressing, 
A wound it gave — the most distressing ; 
Evincing thus lovers rosy smile, 
Doth oft the bosom's peace beguileT 
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MELANCHOLY. 



Away ! dread melancholy, 
With all thy tho'ts unholy— 
Who«e fearful images disturb the mind, 
Keepingits better powers confinM :•— 
Back to thy drear abode^ 
There eat thy bitter food,^ 
^•r, sure thy poisonous breath e'er bksteth all that'f^ 
good! 

Now, no more, the heart appal, 
Holding it in dreadful thrall ; 
Butf leave it free, 
Cheerfully, 
."So beat to pleaiura^i hearan-approred c^II ' - 



W aomttc rnmnoam. 



COME, GENTLE PEACE. 



Come, senile peece, O, mmke thy downy «e8t» 

Within my troubled breast; 
3>ry up the constant, the ooosunuog tear^ 

And calm mine every fear ! 

O, let me taste ^at life is pleatant, iatr. 
When free from wasting care;*- 

And, tbat it is most glorious, the whilt 
Upon it thou dost smile ! 

Come, then, O, gentle peace, and bring 

Sweet healings on thy wing ; 
And make thy lovely, happy, downy Bel^ 

Within my troubled breast t 



rOBTiC RIVOSIWW. 99 



A FABLE. 



A Butterfly, io gayest colon ^ress^d, 

From flower to flower a boy delighted prewM : 

Oo joyous wiog the nimble creature flies, 

As now he iho't to Uke it by surprise— 

Just when a fragrant rose allurM its taste ; 

Then, next on daisy feeding, sweet repast I 

^ill it escaped his little wiiey an, — 

But smiling hope sohtains his anxious heart: 

At Icitf^b. he saw it in a tulip hide,-— 

**1 have thee noW," in extacy he cried, 

Aad rashly sprang^ crushed ii ; and it died! 

*rhe moral this [and hence learn to be wise] 
True moderation thou should'st ever prize; 
That pleasure is a painted Butterfly, 
Embraced too eager in thy grasp, will die ! 
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LINES 

OV IMPRISON HEITT FOR DEBT. 



Post hear that grating hinge which seems the knell 

Of human happiness, — whose sound comes deeply 

Fraught with sufferingt* and woes ! 

^ Tis from the jailor'^s door, that closes now 

On some poor wretch, forlorn, whose only crime 

Is debt : — and from whose power, misfortune, too 

Has snatchM the means to pay, perhaps, to griping 

Avarice, the farthing uttermost I 

Is there in christian lands no help for this ? 

Then, shame— let burning shame parch op the cheek t 
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I'VE SEEN. 

Pve seen the rose, in all its beauty. 

Op'ning to the sunny morn ; 
Just so, the mind to soothing pity, 

Pierced with care's ranlcling thorn ! 

But ah, how many shun the flower, 
When lowly hangs its beauteous head ; 

Obnoxious to unkindly power, 
Too soon its every grace has lied i 



CONUNDRUM. 

I'm a friend to the wise and the great, 
To the lowly am equally so ; 

And tho' humble, I oft move in state, 
And am blessed wherever I go ! 

I list to the cries of the poor, 

And virtue catis me her sweet child ; 

!No sorrowing is heard at my door, 
For love on my being first smiPd I 
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FASHIONABLE HONOR. 



Go, drink and gamble, etrly, late, 

Time andl talents dissipate ;•— 
Keep your mistrew, spurD at merit, 

Evidence of noble spirit : 
For thig if — Fashion ablk Hokok ^ 

Go, seduce tby neighbor's wife, 
Blast the sweets of wedded life ; 

While the story of thy fame 
Adds new lustre to thy name : 

For this is— F asbsokablb Hohob ib 

Go, betray thy plighted love, 

Witness'd by the powers abonre; — 

Doom thy girl to infamy, 
Then, smile at all her misery : 

For this is— -Fashion able Horf ^r I 

Next, pick a qu'arrel with thy friend. 
And to him a challenge send ; ^ 

TeVe met ;-*-it was a glorious plab I 
Now can^st boast — Pve killM my man ! 

Baight of— FaSBIOB ABLB HOBOH f 
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THE TEAR. 



I love to watch, when soft emotioni steal 

Upoa the soul, the trembling tear, and opte 

Its little vagaries : bow now, it seems 

Aft gentle errand telling ; — then, |to 

Retire, as tho^ ashamed t^ expose, unto 

A disengenuous world, its loveliness ! 

*TiH by repeated tenderness o'ercome, 

It drops a gem of purest ray ! 

If there's a time to better feelings dear-^ 

"^Tis THIS, when every fibre of the heart's 

Attun'd to liveliest, holiest sympathy ! 

SwEKT TBAK ! much dost thou grace the raanly cheek. 

And 8pread*8t a heart-enrapturing lustre there : 

Yes, uursM by kindliest tho't thou speak'st the soul^ 

That e'er can feel another's joys or woes ! 
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TW i nalk thro* the valtey of the shadow ef 
Death, J mU fear no evU ; for thou {fm^ GoJ) 
art mth me: Thy rod and thy staffs thetf 
contort me. 



Tjivs sball the Chkistiaw ever singy 
l^hofle heart is fixed od heaven ; 

Peath can to liira no terrors bring. 
He feels his sins forgiven ! 

Ab inward peace his mind iU5taii»y 
And sweetly soothes bis breast ; 

Kop bound witbsHtanS galling chains^ 
Unholy and tinlt^st t 

Sem him fulfil his works of love, — 
, How placid and seiene ; 
ISor virtue dare bis de<»d8 reprove, 
Nor vice direct its spleen I 

lifke the unwearied nm, each day. 

He piresses on his coursF — 
itill keeps in view the glohiovs w At, 

Of truth and joy the source I 
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Hii« Savioarig bis only hope, 

Anfl well be lovei his law ! 
'WhnsecRACB shall bear his spirits up. 

His feet from ill withdraw ! 

TBtr»— shall the Chvistiav ever sins, 
Whose heart is fixM on heaven ; 

I>eath can to him no terfors bring, 
Ha feels bis lins forgiven ! 



TEACH ME, O, GOD. 

Teach me, O, God, thy lacred law» 

And torn my heart to thee ; 
From evil ways ray feet withdmw« 

And thoa my refuge be ! 

Spread o^er my soni thy bonofteoas gno^ 

Tone all its powers to love» 
Ami feed It with thy righteovfaQS*— » 

Tbal MANNA ffoniftbov«! 
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THE GOSPEL PKEAGHEB. 



His doctrine sound, on Sacked Scriptube bniil, 

His language flowing, dignified and plain i 

His manner bland, aifeetiouate, as tlio' 

He felt the truths he would nave others feel : 

Whilst on his tongue the sweetest accents hang, 

And long, on his soft moving strains, the ear 

Dehght'st to dwell ; for, much they breathe of heaven I 

In all the fervour of a pious heart, 

On holy purpose bent J 

At bis reproof the sinner stands dismay'd, 

And turns with awful dread, back oo himself 

His tho'ts ; — for then, the GosrsL speaks 

Its thunders for his guilt ! 

At his address, the Christian feels fats bop«» 

Revive j— for then, the GoiPKL speaks, 

Mild as the whispers of the vernal "breeEe, 

In words benignant to his ^oul, and lifU 

Mim 'bove the world I 

Hkligion, hail ! of origin divine ! - 

HVere but the spirit of thy ministers 

Engatr'd as /its, then would thy reign extend, 

And to thy shrine, devotion, pure, enwrapt, 

Hei footsteps willing bend, imploring all 

Thine aid '.—since, nor ambition, nor 



PtpATIG EFFUSIONS. U^ 

^ ^/ 

Unholy pride, would then usurp thy throne, 

And bring disgrace upon thy sacred cause ! 
Long may his light with heavenly radiance shine, 
To glory lead each wandering, ignorant soul ! 
And, O ! may he, in that eventful day, 
When an assembled Urivbrse shall stand 
Before th' Almigbti's tbRone, rejoicing bear, 
To hitn addressM, the ever blessed voice, — 

Wrll done TROU faithful one, CQHEAVn MSJOt 

Tqink bybrlastihg best! 



FAITH GIVES US. 



How great thy mercy, God of love. 
To us poor sinful worms ; — » 

For, while thy justice must condemn, 
Faith gives us to thine arms ! 

Inspires the heart with holy joy, 
And calms our mournful fears ;*^ 

Ay, whntsoe^r our state may be, 
*Tis LIGHT that ever cheers ! 






i 



IM FOBTIO XFFUSIONK 



O THOU. 



Loud roars tbe tempest o^er my headV 
Aod would my breast alarm ; 

O, 'i Hou ! whose mighty arm can save*^ 
Defend me from its harm ! 

Mine enemies in hosts arise, 

Bncompass me around, — 
Devise their wicked, hellish ways. 

And would my hopes oonlbund I 

My heart has ever sought for peac«^ 
None have I tried to wrong ; 

Nor envied my neighbor's good, 
Nor spoke with evil tongue I 

Father of Lovb I behold my ilb^ 

My wounded spirit heal ; — 
And may my causeless enemies 

A smiting conscience £eel I 
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WHOEVER THOU ART. 

Vain, stupid wretch, wboe^^r ihoa art, 

A slave to time and sense ; 
%¥hd will Dot choose that bstteb part— 

A mortals^ sure -defeace ! 

Then, go thy way, securely live 

A reprobate to heaven ; 
Take all a fleeting world can give, 

By lusts «nd passions driven I 

But trembling hear thine awful doorn^ 

With truth eternal seaPd ; 
More fearful than the deepest gloom. 

Thy portion stands reveaPd ! 

Bread thoH ! and can^st thou then for^^ 

Salvation's holy theme ; 
And madly brave unending woe, 

And ealPt an idle dream ! 

O, now withdraw thy wanderiflg feet^ 

Ere comes the evil day ; 
And, thus a smiling Saviour meet, 

Whose love shall be thy sUy ! ^ 

O, turn from thine iniquity. 

For, saith the Lord, why wilt thou die 7— 

Come HBto me, with sin opprest, 

And I will give thy conseience rest I 
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IQS JOSTIC EFFUSIOMI*. 



Be nurciful unto nu^ O, God, be merciful tmfp 
ine;f»r^ aoui itmsteth m Aee, 



Hast thoo not nfK^l^en, O, tsy God, 
That those, who tnifitin thee, 

Shall taste thy gracious love, nor fall 
A prey t' iniquity! 

Hast thoQ not aaid the righteous e^ar 
Are precioBS in thy sight ; 

And that the broken, contrite heart 
Is ever thy delight ! 

Then, when reproaches of the vile 
Would faahu the righteous soAf, 

Thou wilt destroy theii* fool deciigM, 
Their maddening ni^ge eontroul ! 

Tea, like to stubble they shall bum, 

In smoke consume away, 
When, in the furnace of thy word 

Is tried their wicked way I 
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ANTHEll 



prahe te the lobb. 

Praise ye the Lord ! strike the high fouBding \fn^ 
While SONGS ov saltation yoar voices iDspire ! 
Sing ! for the (lovrers of darkness are broken, 

And death and Apollyon no more shall enslave ;— > 
This truth blest, Gonfinning the Satxouk hath spoken, 

And beamings of hope pierce the night of the gravel 

Praise ye the Lord! strike the high so«|ding lyre, 
While 80V08 OT saltation your voices in^re! 
Praise Him, ye saints, who on earth now are dwalliag^^ 

And often have tasted the kxcbbs ov qbacx ;— 
Te sun, moon and stars, join the Antbxm that's swelt 
Ung, 

Ip glortoiuaoGlaun, to thb ANeiBNT as mAYB^l 
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GOME, RELIGION. 



Come, Rblicion, heavenly maid, 
Take the vows my heart would pay ; 

Messenger of hope and joy, 
Wilt thou ever with me stay ! 

Come, O, come, and sooth my anguish, 

On thy bosom rest my head ; 
Suffer me no more to langai^h,— • 

Bound me all thy healings spread ! 

Oj relieve my mind from fearing, 
Teach me on tuy God to build 

All of hope that's bright and cheering, 
8o^hiB law be well fulfilled ! 

Ami His thus — tho^ time is flying, 

A ud this world seems poor and vain,— 

All its scents so dark and trying, 
Viiih thy grace, are heavenly gain ! 
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THE BRIGHTEST HOPE. 



^Tis-not io wealth's vain |;Iittering ihow 
For which poor mortals oCten sigh ; 

X^or yet in honoris shining train, 
I>oes this transcendant blessing lie I 

^Tls not in high ambition^s aim, 

Mor glories of a fading crown ; 
Hot yet in pride, whose haughty eye 

Would ever bat itself disown 1 

^Tis not in pleasnre^s sparkling cnp, 
That wins ere touch'd the sickly taste ; 

Nor yei in bowers of indolence, 
Presenting but a flowery waste ! 

'Tis WOT on BARTa— >for earth's too mean, 
With all its gifts this rops to move ; 

But 'Tta TN HSiYEN--fuil there it blooms, 
The onsFBiHG of immortal love! 
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THEBE IS A JOT. 



There is a joy tbat wakens In the Beart, 

Sweet as of iancy''s dreaming : 
Tb when the eyes of •ne we lave 

Are fondly on us beaming! 

And telling ua, with all tbair vmried Ifoki^ 

How hard it it to sever ; 
And that, with pare aflection's^Q^, 

Would love to gaie Ibrevar ! 

If tfaere^s a man who cannot feel this hHsf^ 

With savage be his dwelling ; 
Unknown to him the dear and genertns braael^ 

Wit(i loveand^irieodship swellbig i 
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TO WOMAN. 



O, mucb I love the«, Vinfiroirs Wow ^h !— 

Tby sraCM spread a ebarm aroood the heart, 

Aod make me e'er iby friend, 

Tboo art the joy— the ornameat of life, 

And but for thee, no »peH would bind to earth— 

For pleamire^t all would be an empty name ! 

Then let poor lordling man o'er thee claim SfAfi 

Pre-eminence, and idly boail of more 

Exalted rank : indeed ! is uU tboo art 

His equal tytiito; in fimetk superior! 

Wlio lo^e» with that true, fervid, chastened glow, 

Which atiU porwee thro* fortunes most adverse^— 

Who first in the sweet oharitSes of life. 

Both like some ministeriBg spirit seem 

On goodly errand sent ?— Who, in the hours 

Of sickness and of death, with weeping eyes, 

Af|d anxious cam* doth watch each look of pain. 

And ever seek some comfort to bestow ?— - 

Say, is It man ?— No ; His too nfUch for him ;— 

He would forsake such trying scenes as these; 

Nor love, nor friendship scarce could draw him back ! 

Wh(* i* it then— but lovely, matchless Wom ar ?— 

The sympathising friend, companion dear, 

"tn whom is found this nMrxsr bxcei»x.mi«c» . 
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MELANCHOLY. 

ffhore is a nelancfaoly t^ai fills the mind 
With pleasing, tenderest tho't ;— 

Inspiring all the glow of santiment. 
With chastened feeling fraught ! 

But therms a poison hM Itooaath the sweat. 
That sirails to wretchedness— despair ! 

For, sipi^d too greedily, It taints the sool. 
]>espoiUng it of all that's fiiii ! 

<rhen, ere too late, O, shoo the witohln^ spett,. 
^ Nor oft pnrsoe. 

With fond* and raptnred iriaWt 
Sweet melaueholy to her hMmlM etX\i 



i>OKTIC SFFUftlOHl^ . 115 



JUe Uemini$c$f Oj Can Amic$r 

Forget me not, my ehanoisg friend, 
*Tin life's delusive dream shall end ; 
Ne'er ^ith thy image will I part, 
But press It ever to my heart : — 
And should there one more happy he, 
O, then, just breathe— a sigh for me^ 



CdNUNDRUM* 

I'm seen upon the trembling stream, 
1 oft inspi^ the poets dream ; 
And'teo; when h»ppy ^P^ers meet, 
lever make Uiei^ joys more sweet I 
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TO MRS. 



Deer Bongstresa ! strike thote notes again; 

Of winning, soul-felt grace iiossess'd*-^ 
Tkey flow like sod etherial strain. 

From golden harps of spiriti West i 

Tbey breatbe sueh purity of soitl, 
Tiiou seem'st of more than murtal birtb ; 

While the wrapt mind, at thy eoDtnml, 
Almost forsaketthe bounds of earth ! 

Whei|4ieaveiily lore is the pure tbera*, 

That wake8 thy ri«h ao^ nielkiW \'ojee. 
Thy strains, roore bright than f^ncy'a dresii% 
Inspire the heart with chastea'd joys i 

Pear songstress ! itrike those notes again^ 
Of winning, soul-felt grace possess*^— ^ 

They flow like soft ethenal strain, 
From golden harps of sf iritt ble»t I 
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SON& 

IN MANNER OF THE SCOTCH. 



In diry Fancy. 

In airy fancy, 

Whao I met my Nancy, 
jLnd fondly preu^d her to my faeart ; 

How gwcet the pleawre— 

As I beld this treasure. 
And vowed I would ncTcr from at pKfi | 

But the rapt^roofl minute, 

Had but sbadoir in it, — 
And quiakly it did steal away ! 

Then all my gladnew 

"Was turnM to sadncgs, 
At vainly urgM her image dear to stay. 
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BES ILLAS AMQ. 



I love the BRBAST^thai kiodly feeU 
For griefs which mortala know ; 

I love the lifs — whose aocents e'er 
The words of peace besftow. 

I love the BTS^-where pity^s gem 
Shines bright to every view ; 

'Tis richer thaa the ruby's blaze» 
Or diaoiond'S' sparkling hue. 

I love the FoBM-^that flies to aid, 
HumaDHy's suffering cause ; 

BncirclM with transcendaot grace^ 
Of virtue meet applame ! 

I love AroLLo^s thrii<i:.ivo strains. 
And 9appho*8 ltRic aib ;— - 

Foit these can wake (he roul of bliss^ 
And spread eaohaotaient there I 
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THE MOTHER. 



flee, what tendernew and care, 
Unwearied she beitows ^ 

On that dear pledge of virtuous l6ve, 
To hush its little woes I 

Both day and night, her anxious thoH 

Attends its every cry ; 
Scarce knows she rest, but constant sings 

The soothing lullaby ! 

If now it plains— a mother^s voice — 

Its Utile mind can charm ; 
And on her tender bosom laid. 

It feels secure from barm ! 

A MOTRBB ! — His a sacred name, 
Ihe veriest wretch adores ; 

And to the God of nature praise, 
Who made this blbssiho ours. 
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TO HEALTIf. 



O, Hbalth, thou sacred boon of beaveD, 
Whose influence such peace bestows ; 

ComCf bless me with thy choicest store, ^ 
XJotil this mortal sceoe shall close. 

Whatever of beauty, pleasure, wealth,— 
Owes unto thee its charming powers 

Por, at thy smile the fluttering heart 
Rejoices in life's sunny hour ! 

]>eflcencl, imparadise the soul,-^ 
Without thyself all earth how vain ; 

Ar«und thee blooming joys e'er spring, 
So cheering is thy gentle reign I 
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^THBflB IS A CHARM. 

There is a chaimi in womao'j eye, 

A spell that gives delight, 
And ^athi»8 tb^ fteroest, roughoet breast^ 

And wint^Corever bright I 

*Tls sweet to feel its lovely power, 

ITbeii with affection beaming ; 
The aest of iife — 4he beauteous light, 
; O^^f earth's dall scene that's gleaming t 

O, nis the soul of all that's fair, 

Of finer, better feeling ;-;- 
A grace of matchless influence^ 

As o'er the mind when stealing ! 
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AND WHAT IS BBAUTF.. 



And what it beauty—- but a flower, 
That withers id ooe little hour; 
A waodefing star of playful light, 
That breaks upon th' eDraptnr'4. sighV 
And thee— is gone fore^rer ! 

And what is beauty — but the bow 
Of Iris, where rich colors glow : 
A geo. of poor mortality, 
^liat shines awhile so lustrously ; 
And then— is gone forever I 

And what is beauty — but the grace 
Of soul, that blossoms in the face, 
Tf hicb speaks a mind, a heait that's fair^ 
A much of heaven dnrelling there4 
And then it stays forever! 
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MISFORTUNE. 

Behold that paflid, woefnt form 

"Whicli moves with ^low, disordered pace, 

KisFOBTUifE— i^her feaiful oame. 

Sore dreailed hy the human rate I ^ 

$ho comes— and round her mourn Pal head 
AfilictioBs weave their cypress crown ; 

IBThtle frOm hei* inmost breast is sent 
A hollow^ mi^rmui'ing, piteous moan ^ 

The robe of grief is her attire, 

Ner footsteps marked with dismay : 
JLad horrors, from her threatening hand. 

An awful, blastiiig saene displ^ay ! 

$&e hreathes — the air is taint with woe^ ; 

She speaks—and nature feels her voice ! 
Aiut in her hated presence die ^ 

The blooming-Toses «rf our joys I 

JSai still, tlio^ evil seems her reign, 

And 4eath and hell shoot from her eye; 
G<KM> often flows from her dark hand, 

AdiI greater comfort dolb supply- 
She comes toi^umbre human pride^ 

The follies of the mind remove : 
Tot raise the eye of faith to hcavea. 

And virtues of the heart to p^ve ! 
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BO, THY LIFE. 

Taro tlioo from thy evil wayj. 
Ask of God hisbounteoas graccj 
80, thy life shall fairer shine, 
Ai adoniM with things lUvine !. 

Then, what comfort shalt thou know« 
Tho^ a pilgrim here below ; 
joyful looking to the skies, 
SQThere thy Blbssko Sayiovb hi 



OF EKEMIB% 

Learo of thy enemies to know thyself ^^ 
They often speak to their own harm, 
E^en when they think to do thee greatest iU ^ 
Thus, in despight, become thy veriest. £riendsT 

4 
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Mdre$3ed to a celebrated Preacherm 

stranger T ttmogb a wiclceil wofM, 

With scoffing vi(e sorround tbee ; 
filill may*8i thou keep that beavepty conrgfv 

Wkare EaXih and love have ibaad ihee I 

olmT foag- wHh holy fervour tYo 

The works of righteotfsnesil; 
SwA to the careleM sinner skew 

The only way to peace! 

Mtttr not ttie wreteheA 4ee^s of meD, 

Who for tbeir spite feleet thee ; 
7hy God will shield thee from their barw, 
Audk io hie cause protect thee t 

Of sinners, foiri reproaches, 
So^ to this day, e'en fares the soul, 
WMei» aearer hira approaches 1 

flrawgerf tlio'a wicked World, 
yfii\t Bcoffings vile surround thee ; 

j^l may'st thon^^ep that heavenly courq^y 
Whmre faiik aad love have foand thee ^' 



12t roBvte cvFuanun, 



THE PHARISEE'S FBAYBB« 



O, God, I thank thee, I am not 

TTnjust as others be ; 
for, well I feel my soul can boasi 

Of greater purity! 



THE PUBLICAN'S PBAYEjg^ 



O, God, my coiisGieBce smites me son^ 

A sinner, wreteh, undone ; 
O, shed thy mercy on my ioul, 

Now pleading, at thy throned 

# 
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THE CONTRAST. 



FIRTUR 

Tki9 86rcTy tetds to luippinesa below t 
T«it is the antedote to every woe ; 
Tbis to the mind immortal hope soppUeji 
JPi^tiUft it rejoicing to its native siies t 



VICE. 

Tan i» the ba^e of baf^piiieM below ; 
Taiatbe cursM raeBseuger of every woe; 
7bis sioks the mind with evils dire oppress^, 
Amk BB&ii aiMl 9K1WT wasftK dei^royi it»iivf 
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THE DBUNEARn. 



Go— self-pollated, loathsome wretch. 

Thou scourge of human kind ; 
Go — vraste thy substance, and thy heaUh, 

And brutallse thy nund I 

Go — haunt the taverns, night and day, 

Thus spend the time in vain ; 
60— league thyself with every vica. 

And barter peace for pain I 

Go-«-live accurst to social joys, 

'Till life a burthen is, 
G(^*-court disease, and death, and ihane,^ 

Then mock: thy miseries I 

Go— like a demon to thy hom% 

Destroy all comfort there ; 
And from thy sorrowing family 

Wring ont the bitter tear! 

Enough! enough! if aught remainf 

Of virtue in thy soul,— 
Forsake thy folly-maddening course. 

And spurn the tkbi^ghxrovb' ■•wi^^. 
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ADDRESS TO GOLD. 



^liTz-RVLIKG TYBAKT of the Caitll, 

Frail teoaDt of the dust, 
"^Twas 80KDID liOvm first gave thee hirth; 
And rendered thee accurst'; 

And yet, how many seek thy ways, 

Forsaking truest peace ; 
And vainly think thy bounteous grace 

Can give them happiness! 

They only joy hut when thou smil'st ; 

And can thy trapping wear : 
•till the poor heart thou e'er beguil'si, 

And leav'st a vacance there ! 

Thou mak^st the tender maiden sigh. 
Bream her whole soul i*— lov» ; 

So thy dear splendors charm her eye, 
Her flattering pulses move 1 

And too, the torch of Hymen shine»^ 

A brighter, lovelier flame, > 
As fancied blessings sweetly twine 

Around the wbddbd namb ! 
But let thee with thy gifts depart, 
4nd then how sad— fcow droops the he^rt. 



192! VOiSTIO BI>BV8IWI!lt 



THE GLASS. 



Co these degenerate days, alas ! 

Tis horrid to relate, 

How many prove 

Their faithless lov©— 

Th» Glass, , 

And niadty urge their fatet. 
Dreamiog so to lighten care, 
Plunge in depths of dark despdrf 
l¥here ten thoasaod horrors reign, 
Torturing the distemperM hraui ! 

Behold that yonth ! belovM he wa^ 

Now withering in his bloom Y 

And whilst he'd prove 

IBs Pithless love— - 
ThbOx.ass, 

Procures an early tomb !' 
Por dim the radiance of his eye, 
That sparkled once with beams otjofi 
Cloeimg now in dreary night, 
Tinee we^ptBg itt Oiesightf 
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The man of sober years, alas ! 

Whose morals should be pure; 

See him, to prove 

His wretched love*- 
Tk« Glass, 

On evils rush most sure t 
For sooa the train of fell disease 
On him remorselessly shall seize ; 
The light of heaven irksome grow. 
To fill the measure of his woe! 

See, those tottering wretches pass, 

Trembling like to palsied age; 

Ah ! they would prove 

Their greatest love, — 
The GLA.SS, 

And war with reason wage t 
Now anguish wound^ them with its stingy, 
And life to them no comfort brings, 
Their peace of mind forever gooe, 
To honor, shame, and sense undone ! 



)3I fOETIC El^^USIOSd^^ 



PBtDE. 



rKiOB ! thoii boastAil, tingelM thing, 
tVliat the blessings thou can^st brings 
What the glories of thy rteign, 
What thy votaries^ prof&is'd gain?-* 

Full of Jtaloufjes thy liplrlt, 
Hater thoa of humble merit; 
Honor, fhenitehip, tr^th and love. 
Oft thy SACRX^ICKI prove ! 

Moral b^uttes e'er depart, 
'When thou nilest in the heart ; 
Making men to duty blind, 
As thy follies seize the mind I 

Oo, forsake thy empty vaiinUog, 
Swelling words, and idle taunting J 
Throw thy useless splendors by^ 
ileanse thee from deprarity ! 



90KTIC £FrU$IONS» J,35 



WOT YE NOT, 



Wot tb not— that time is flying,^ 
Stealing a]I the charms of youth ; 

"Wot th kot— that we are dying,. 
Every hour, momentous truth ! 

Wot tb not — ^tbat sense allures us^ 
Doth our better part degrade ; 

Wot te iroT^-tha^ death insures as 
Dread eternity displayM !. 

Wot t» not — we should be strivin^^ 

^Gainst deceitful vanities ; 
Wot te wot— we should be living; 

For a world where gloey is I 

Wot xb wot — religion showetb. 
That the righteous are at rest ; 

Wot T|5 wot — the sinner goeth 
To a place by wrath unblest ! 

Then, let's forsake en&naring 8l^^ 
And thus renewed lives begin ; 

Preparing for that blest abode, 
FilPcl with the presence of our God I 



I3t voxTio BFrnsioKS. 

TO A SEOUCEB. 



Cunt Wretch I behold that wasted form. 
The fMrm ot her who once was fair ; 

Whose heart with every virtae warm, 
'Till won by thee, was free from care I 

Tbon plightedst her thy solemn tow. 

That thou wonldst give her wedded name ^ 

And she, all troth, did then bestow 
On thee, her confidence and Came ! 

Bat thou, most vile, didst ne'er intend, 
JBIse than betray a gen'rons heart ; 

By wiles to sanctify the friend— 
And glw t6 IttBooence the smart ! 

Fve heard her call thee, villain , base ! 

While beanuM her eye with frenzied look ;— 
Then clasp her babe with fond embrace, 
« And murmur out, **• undone, forsook V^ 

Oo fiend, and boast thy hellish deed. 

Proclaim it in thy circles gay ; 
And when thou feel's! of mercy need, 

€io, if thou canst, for mercy pray. 



JPOfiTIC B9FU8IONB. Id? 



OF FORGIVENESS. 



Would^st thou wish to be for^ren 
Thy oSkaces against heaven ; 
Then, let thy fellow niertal live, 
And his oflfences first forgive ! 

Pursue him not with cruel hate, 
Nor mercy deign to show. 
For failings which poor man beset. 
And on his nature grow" ! 

Oh ! were our God as strict to mark 
Iniquities as we— ^ 

Where could th^ offending mortal stand^ 
From retribution flee P 

In vain his anxious, dreadful call, 
That mountains on his head might fall^ 
To hide him fh)m his piercing view, 
Who looks the heart-^CBSATXOif thro* i 



iss ro«tic nTTvnonm> 



la there no balm in Gileai^ 

Stay, mminier, tel! mcf, wby ffcoie eongtant iwes^ 
Why shakes thy brrasi with soclr alarming fean ;. 
Why o'er thy head such mighty sorrows roil. 
And pioDge iii.griai; •^arwhekniog, all Iby seal I 

Can there no Balm in Gxx.8ADbe fonnil — 
To heal thy broken heart, bind up thy wound; 
O'er thy wan cheek healths' blooming roses spreaSt, 
And save thee from th' unknown, forgotten dead I 

Oh ! kind enquirer, little dost thou know. 
How sunk within nry breast the depths of nCoe ; 
Bow long, how oft this SoTBRetGN good I've ioo^^ 
Oo TBis to build my fondest hopes have tbo^t I 

Ah I I perceive that sin is t^ disease, 
n^is TBI8 unholy wMch disuirbs thy peaee ; 
Ilold^st thee, each day, and eveny passii^ how^ 
A sad, unhappy victim to its power. 

Cease, moonper, cease thy Daarailiog plainly 
Go, seek aright, nor let tby purpose fiaiot ; 
Hope shall return, and with it rest to tbeev 
For thou shalt find tins soTBasicH msM cut Jf 

The GUBiiT PHTSfciAN THIS to tfaee shall give. 
And bid thee go, ardsin no mobs, and liti^ ; 
While oVr thy mobai. fbamb it will exieDd, 
ABd all thy iorfowt— and thy pains sbatt eod! 



fOETIC BFFUSIQirjk }3f 

Behold the eye of the Lord ia upon them 
fhatfear him — that truet in hie mercj. 

Wby, oft onr ■lommfal plaints «rife, 

Ab ! who will ibefr at asy good ; 
IVIiat ffaatl nj6i6e iwr aebirtg ey«t. 

And give our sotlt svsffrAiifiAC tOOi>?'«^ 



We tiy the world, end «M«ot find 

Oi^ht bat « dread vacuity ; 
6till feeU oMatStlied the aiiid» 

And hope has do lecttrilj I 

There's noaghi bat donbtf and cruel liBarf^ 
Perpleung every path we tread ; 

IVbile down oar o^eeks roll bitter tean. 
And lorrowg bow the weaiy bead I 

Ah ! where on earth ihalt we repose, 
How gain the knowledge of oar peace; 

Oh ! what oar bleeding woonds shaH cloie, 
Make all oar painful strivingi eeate! 

Behold! on thta who fl^r the XiOfd, ' 
His eye in love and merey Aines ; 

They ever tmst his gracioas word, 
Which ipedbi a pwddH lor their sms ! 



Then oeaito, O, cease aor ntemful cries^ 
Ah ! who win shil^ ns any good ; 

Or, what shall b|«8.« oar aching eyes. 
Or, i^ve o«r souls svbstabtzai. vooj> I 



14(t FOBTXC EFVUSlONft. 

Why art thou aai^ O, my soul, and trlf 
art thou diaqtiieted within in« 9 

Whence, whence those feara that ihake my brewt^ 
Wlienee iiiy.uBhappiBetB ; 
Am 1 ©f every joj bereft, 
Is there foi me no peaee ? 

Am I, poor wretched' mortal, giveB- 

The sport of e^ei^ blast ; 
By passion^s tempest tost and driven^ 

And find no hold tbat^s fast ?— 

Mm not on me the pitying eye, 

Of heaven ever tumM ; 
And must I miserable die, 

By every comfort spurnM ? 

flint out fVom all my heart holds djsar, 

A prey to constant grief. 
In silence drops the bamlng tear^ 

And anguishes relief ! 

The day doth mark my wearied life, 

The night fills np the same ; 
O, when shall end this dreadftil strife. 

And misery cease its#aim| 
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Wbence, whence those fears thai shake my breast, 

Whence Iny anbappiness ; 
An I of every joy bereft, 

Is there for me no peace ?-«- 

O God, thou know'st I would do right, 

And that I strive to do;— 
Then, why should darkness shroud uiy sight, 

And cruel doubts pursued 

Come, O, my soul, let's uow commome,-«« 

Is there no wrong within ? 
Yes; His thy lusts tbttt weigh thee dowjB^ 

Defil'd and sunk in dn ! 

Then give, O, God, in mercy giv« 

To me a heart that^s cleaas 
So shall I to thy glory live, 

While on thy grace I lean I 

Then, -shall I taste that happinesi, 

Which long I've sought in vain; 
And all thy blessings ever bless. 

And peace with me remaim-! 



142 roKTIC BWDUONV 



> PARAPHRASE. 



iUi ! coulJ we pierce the dtrkness of the tomb, 

Raise the mysterieus curtain of tlie grfive. 

We should be lost in dread, in mute astonishment, 

T* behold what those are now — amazing change,, 

Who once were clothed with mortality !. ^ 

How dioald we start, while fearful awe would raingl^^ 

With our ^rief, to see how law» dcbajs^d* 

Within the regions of the dead, our ryinM 

Nature lict!— to vile corruption, joinM!-^ 

Here Is the sweet ajnd winning countenance. 

That oDcewBb gracM with such attractive smilea ; 

ABd now doth grin a ghastly naked skull ! 

Here too, the eye, that once outshone the diamoDd> 

Glittering ray, aa round the heart its lovely 

Xjigbtningfl playM ;-<^lab ! where is it now,-^ 

Where shall the rolling sparkde now be (bund ? 

All, all these beaming glories are eelips'd ! 

Here, too, the tongue, that once hi such barmoaioips. 

Accents flow'd, hath now, hi this strange land, 

Its canniogaess forgot ! 

Where now those strains of sweetest meMyy 

That once did fall upon th' enmpti^Mr'd ear. 

And move delight ? 

Where that persuasive flow, which could our reasoA 

Almost lead astray, and chain the mind ?— 

Where^ where the charms of language and of son^ ?— - 

All, all is still !-^ 
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Ye tlsnfttttA of the grave, what is the world 
iJiO yoi»-it« pomps, it* pleag&Kfl, vaBiUet ! 
Vbo, in your beds of dust, are swiftly mould'ring 
Into native clay— «nd dwell with worms I 
What isH to you, whose brows were drci'd OBCOi 
With all the splendors of the diadem r— 
As menial thousands trerabPd at your nod t 
Or what to you who sought the miser's store ; 
And built your hopes of happiness thereon f 
Honor and wealth no longer your pursuit, 
And pleasures woo, and beauty shines in vaial 
For death has shot his sure unerring dart, 
Your raoe is run, and time's to you no satore I 



He who is forgiven much, will love 
much. 

Wheft he, who sank in deeps of siit, 

Shall feel how greAt his woe. 
And penitence his pardon seals, 

Then greater love shall know : 
More warm his seal, more pure his prafsof * 

For riches of redeeming^ grace ! 
Kor shall he more ruu folIy^s course, 

But follow things of peace; 
£^er thank his bountoous God, who tocA: 

A way his^ wretehedne« ! 
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The teays of Goi art not m Maii?9 
way&. 

Te^ve heard the thander's mighty crath, 
As tho' creatioo would Id ruins foil ; 
And seen the forky lightnings harl their rtgie 
On gome lall oak'^s nejestic, towering head I 

YeVe heard the whirlwinds^ dreadful bowI« 
IVhen desolation mark'd its awful course ; 
8een on Its wings black storms and tempests riihr^ 
In gloomy pomp of elemental war 1 

And, too, the billowy ocean pile 
Its mountainous waves on wav«s, that lash'dtheskiee; 
Whilst seme poor mariner, with fear aghast^ 
Beholds destnioUon in the galph below ! 

The WATS ov God* Ann not as mam's; 
He speaka--and nature trembles at his voice f 
The storms and tempest go at bis command, 
And ministering angels wait upon his throne ! 

Tben, O^ vaui, boasting man ! 

From these things learn how poor and weak ^u art^ 
That, all thy strength is but of power the shade ;'-^ ' 
And bow thee down before th' ^i^uuauTX Ovn I 



METio EvrvuMia. 14^ 



to ! WINTER COMSa 

Lol WIVTB& comes with all his Bortbeni glomn 
Of doads aod storms to rule the changeful year; 

His cold, pale haad withering creations bloom,*- 
And defolation marks his stem career! 

Now o'er the hills he sweeps with howling ragt. 
Icicles depending from his hoary brow ; 

And on his steps attends his blustering pnge** 
Bude Boreas, who whirls in eddying snowf 

gammer his chilling frosty breath has fled. 
The babbling streams are bound with icy chain f 

The feathered choristers are mute with dread, 
And cheerfulness departs the white rob'd plaint 

Jjo, winter comes ! and now ye happy few. 

Who sharing heaven's innumerous gifts, do iuU^ 

Of life, its comforts, hear when th' needy sue, 
Mor let your sonls be too a wintery waste t 

Think of your social hearths, and wuling hornet. 
Where peace descends with every blessing dear ; 

Then should imploring want for mercy come, 
Restrain ye not the noble pitying tear ! 

While Chabitt, with her own deeds repaid, 
Shalt grant to penury and distress her aid i 



i 
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Both Small and Great are T&^re. 



GO youth, iipho now rejolceth in thy blooufej 
Draw back the awful cuitain of the tomb, 
Behold ! what ghastly forms of death appear,—* 
Reflect ! both small aod great are mottld'ring thert 

Go too, ye gay, to prodigal of life. 

Who in the midst oC wanton pleasures rife; 

Doth not the scene now check thy fond career? 

Beflect ! both small and great are moald^riog there I • 

Go ye, whom thousand smiling hopes inspire, 
Whose bosoms glow with many a new desire; 
So^ will the grave their emptiness declare! 
Kedect ! both small and great are mouldering there! 

Go ye, whom wild ambition leads astray; 
* Who would immortalize your little day ; 
Sunk in the grave your wurks will disappear, 
Reject ! both small and great are mouldering there ! 



POBTIC EFFraiOMfl* 147 



COilE, LET US BOW. 



Come, ft i Qi bow, with pious awe, 
Before tb' A4ujighty's throne^ — 
And hutjubly sue for pardoniog love, 
As we our viLeoefis own ! 
So iihail our labouring souls be free^ 
From bonds of sore iniquity I 

God loves the heaK that gladly seeks 

The knowledge of his ways ; 
Hears ail its moans, and'soothes its pains 
TVitb healings of his grace !— 
O, heuce — what joys inspire the breast^ 
And make us, weary pilgrims blestJ 

/Kow, swell the numbers of our praise. 

To him who reigns on high ; 
For, to the mourning penitent, 
jj^is peace is ever nigh !— 
I^or death, nor hell, with all their dread, 
CjBji terrors round the CnuimAW vpntAl 



BENEATH THE SUN. 

My ^yt bare few aii4 eril beeii-*r 

nVai tlmg tbe Fatritrch Mtid ; 
ConcdyM ia sorrow, and ui lia, 

By folliet oft betray'd ! 

IVe witoeM'd all beaaath the mu. 

How iraontory, vain ; 
There^i npihlag new, at yvaft roll on, 

to cheer the AMI of oiea ! 

For good unknown the heart eW panti,. 

JMsturh^a with frtflh desiret ; 
Mor thiogi of laaae caa ttill iu wanta« 

Nor ^ttenoh iu mtlaH^rai } 

like raging saaa of paMwoa riit, 

And loM nt too aad fro ; 
While oar poor barqne of frailtiet. 

Can scarce sapport oar woe t 

Then when shall hope her anchor rest^ 

And fix thetiriven mind ; 
And weigh the ^roubles of tbe breast, 

And peaceful haven find ? 

Behold'st that sweet resplendent fonn,- 

With glory oircPd round ; 
Smn points beyond the wrathful storm 

Where rest can sure l>e found ! 
RBLiGioif is the heavenly maid, 

With TBirrB and z^qvs, and rmkUM array'4*^ - 
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FAITH IS THE SOUL OF. 



Faith isilM fonl ofCBHiflTiAir Lotj(^ 
That prcGioas booD of God, 

"Vbicb sanctifies our virtues here. 
And sheds their grace abroad. 

.TtsTflis supports the contrite heart, 

When moral guilt alarms ; 
fl'is THIS wbieh triumph§ over sin, 

And death of stiogs disarms ! 

Faith is the soul of Christiah Lots, 
Our better hopes sustaias-- 

^nd opes the portals of the sky, 
Where God, the Saviour, reigns i 



/ 






IM VOBTfC DFimiOIII^ 



IT IS I, BE NOT AFRAID. 



H»rk S-4be MotUns stniB I 
Tlie HOLT GOtPSL loaodi ; 

Strudk from Um diord« of love «llvioe» 
In bMiity, grtee abowHi t 

Hark !— tbe soothing^ vtraio ! 
. How sweet it strikes the ear ; 
Tis milder than cherubic song, 
]>i«pelliiig every ^sar ! 

Hark ^— the toothing strain ! 

When namepous iUs arise. 
And press upon the trembling heuf^ 

Thss stfving strength snppHes t 

Hark !— 4ke sootMng strain ! 

How sweet it tPtrikes the ear; 
^Tis milder than isherubic song, 

DispeUing every fear; 
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COMB AWAY, MY LOVE. 



Come away, my love, 

And shoo the noky crowd ; 
True pleasure never bloasomM there, 

Not yet affection paid what it bad f ow'd^i 

Come away, my love. 

Heed not thg senseleM praite, 
Wlueh foplings pay to woman dear, 

And on her ohaniM do bnt unworthy gaseil 

Come away, my love. 

And to niB bosom flee, ' * 

Who hates the world's vain giddy scenes. 

And would forever fondly live for thee i 
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TO A SLANDERER. 

Avaant, tbou fiend ! 
Nor hither bend 
Thy dark miacbievoos way I 
Black, as th' infernal gulj^h. tly mind 
fVhere damned epiriU are confinM, 
And ne'er for mercy pray I 

• To th«e moat dear, 
Pain-d virtue'^s tear J 
AU evil glads thine ey w ! 
Thy sweetest rauwe ia the groaa 
Of some ppor wretch, Hy thee undone, 
\9ho siBks beneath thy lies I 

Thon can^Pt not sleep, 
' vnv ethers weep. 

O'er virtuous name dostroy'd I 
This to thy sotf! i« auwldeiiing bliss— 
The food of all thy happiitess. 

Than life BWJre pri2»d, enjoyM ! 

Avaotit, thou fiend I 
Kor hither bend 
Thy dark mischievous way I 
Destruction tips thy f^landerous tongue,. 
And poisons from thy heart a^e irruag ; 
Aciairsed one, away ; 
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WHO WHEN. 

Who, when the brow isfurrowM o'er wiA care, 
And weary iheU keeps painful vigils ihei-e. 
Can tave the heart thus sinking to despair— 

A WiFK I 

Who, in the hours of §ickoesfe« ant! pains, 
The drooping head with constant love sustains, 
And mid the uoumful scene still firm remains— 
A Wife! 

Whose is thatsvreet and hope-inspiring smite, 
That can misfortune of Its stings beguile. 
And mitigate the sharpest woe the while— 
A Wife's! 

Who, when the hosom is HlumM with peace. 
And dearest thb'U our coatemplatipns bless, 
Bxultsto see the reign of happiness— 

AWiFs! 

Whose converse dear, to soeial life gives aest, 
Improves the mind, refines the roughest breast, 
Still to our faults is kind, with love imprest*-* 

A WiFB'S ! 

Whose tender voice can sooth the pang of doath. 
And almost too arrest the fleeting breath, 
O'er the dread moment steals like song of faith t 

AWlF«'Bi. 
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PARODISIAICAL. 



To laughf or not to laugjh. — fhaPs the quesfion ? 

Whether His wiser, with coontenaoce sorrdtvfal 

And sad, to run the risque uf frigbteoing all 

Yoa meet; or now and then w&ib a iia ! ha ! 

Th« burthen^d heart to ease, whea sore o(>pre8B'<i 

By all the numerous ills that fle<ih i!i heir to ! 

Bui to laugh-^o shake off ike forbidding gloom — 

This dreadful heritage of care, that oft 

Doth press upoa us— oA / ihereh ikt rub / 

And to encounter needing all our energies ! 

Tru€f '^lit a state dtvovllt/ to be wish'^d ; — 

But then to tough — when the poor heart is sad, 

[And this may be the case] is mock»ry 

Of woe ! — and hence what good will come? — 

' Tis worthy pause .'— 

Berths the respecl^-^ihai ofl doth make our laughing, 

Jd/&— «atn /— out-fitepping a! I prop rie t y !— 

A despite to our feelings I for who can bear 

The frequent bursts of merriment, struck 

To the harnaunyof fia! ha! ha^s! wheif bisown soul 

Is filPd with thousand griefs, and sicklied o'er 

With a drear cast of thoH f-^Hwould ill agree ; — 

As strioffs discordant to each other neVr. 

Respond :•— Say is is then befitting to attempt 
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What itarce vithin w/rf/?— benee to mcceed 

Is daDgeroua chance ; and shoold be doubly weighed 1 

llaply it might end well— and feo/ Ao! hnU! 

Light up a smile on visage pale and wan! 

But sacb a dread uncertainty is there, 

Fitdeavors e'en might lo<« the very name, 

And aU he loti in the exiremity! 



CAN LOVE. 



Can love once faded bloom again, • 
And catch the bosom^s sigh i 

'Gain freshen^, on the heart remain^ 
And fill the beaming eye ! 

Ko I faded once, 'tis ever gone, 
jLiilce sweet und lovely flower; 

Or, like the turtle^s tender moan, 
JuQt heard at evtoing hour i 



I3d NOETIC EFVU8I0N9t 



FRIENDSHIP. 



Prtendsliip ! whom hards in goldtn dftytlivre ailiig« 

And told of all thy joys at wrapt, diviafe ; 
Where now on earth hast tboii tby fair abode. 
Secure from sordid interest and itrife ? 

I sought thee once with love w fervid, para. 
As e'er did glow within a virgin^s breast; 
And in a moment of extatic view, 
Thought I had caught a glimpse of thy dear form f 

Ah ! Hwas a spirit visioned in light. 
But dark and fearful, treacherous did it prove $ 
That moclcM the miseries of my trusting heart. 
And grinuM a smile of horrible import! 

'Twas s£L]?, in shape of thee, who base sinames 
Thy love-wrought robe of tendereH sympathies y 
Gaius first tlie yearnings of the feeling soul. 
Then to its meanness immolates its worth : 

Friendship ! where virtue has no genial home 
Thou can^st not live; and men are w^iclred— vile4r 
Then, here on earth hast (hou thy fair abode f 
No ; Heaven cart only be thy d#elHag place • 



NOVEL READING. 

lAVf !— said Miss Pert, Vm fontl of novcU' reailing— 
Tliey tell such pretty storien 'bout poor lovers ; 

How t' indulge thesacre*! flBme tliat*8 burning, 
\9h\\e on the lips the heart delighted hovers! 

'They'll hie away to lonely, sweet retreat, 

Lest some stern pnrent should their loves quite chasten ; 
Then, O, what thrilling raptures do they feel, 

As to each others* onns they fondly hasten I 

And how, at length, they run away, gel married, 
With all the charming things that 'wait such doing \ 

Then, how on wings of blisFes fled the hours- 
Delicious hourg of biiHn*ry and of eootitg ! 

.Uext, — how the old and foolish, angry parent 
IVeatens no more to see his tcwcr daughter ; 

Swears tb disown her— give her not a penny 5—^ 
Enough ! enough 1 to make one die with laughter 1 

For, I do Fcorn all rules of woildly prudence: — 
0,Lud ! at t!)eir vile Fluff I'm really shocked ; 

"Who'd care r>r paltry gold in those sweet cases, 
IVhere Venus' DOVEsmoht lovingly are yoked 1 

Thus talk'd Miss Pert, dear, sen/imental creature, 
"VVilhout oae feeling e'er to nature true ; 

And sicken'd with the treasures of her nonsense, 
I left her reading— Wkrtkr's Sourows thro'. 
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A BUBLESqUB. 

Forth from the duraben o{ the east, 

Aurora, harbingor of day. 

With pearly rays adornM the west, 

Aad bnish'd the daskied shadea away t 

While thus anon, 

Awoke the dawn. 

In smiles upon the velvet lawn. 

The mora was sweet ; his early song 

The lark was pouring from his throat ; 
Sweet harmony ! the groves, amon^ 
Kesponsive eau^t the cheering note : 
Instinctive praise. 
In warbling lays. 
That Animate creation pays ! 

Old Time, in rapture, eeas'd his wing, 

And stopped to view the lovely scene ; 
Whose beauty smii'd eternal spring— 
Jkll nature looked so serene : 
A blissful hour I 
Some holy power 
Around its blessings seem'd to pour ! 

But rise, my Muse, too long delayM, 
A nobler flight to thee belongs ; 

Of Sylvia sing, angelic maid. 
Who fired the raptured poet^s apngs ;- 



More woBderons fair 
Does the appear^ 
Than all thoaa morning gloriaf wew r 

Ber lovely eyes of witching blue ; 

Her moaiU where nameleit graces dwell 'i 
ThatboiODi— -ah! who dares to view 
Its soft and gently rising swell : 
. Love of the swains. 
Pride of the plains, 
She's just stepp'4 oal— to/eed iht hens t 



PERRY'S VICTORY. 



See them raeeiingy 

Breadfuf greeting. 
And for carnage fierce prepaief-r 
[The Eagle and the Lion there} * 
NoWt the cannon^s awfol roar, 
Knn» along th^ affrighted shore ; 
Hear ! tlie groans of wounded, dying 1 
See ! the scatterM foe are flying ! 
IVbile the sons of freedom cry— 
Victory! — O! VicTeaxl 
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YE FOOLS AND ASSES. 



Oat !— oot !— ye/dofo and antt^ 
Bred up in college classes ; 
Yc've gotUn alt you know by role, 
And vilely sing another's note \ 
Away It— nor plague me with yourstuff*, 
I hate your dullness, go ! enough 1 
I hate what e^er y% do admire, 
Vrho have no spark of haturb's firb'V 

4>Dd, dare ye, blockheads, olaim 
With genius kindred name ; ' 
And in your wisdom, e^er presume 
The world of science to illume ; 
Pronounce what^s right in this or that^ 
Or trrott^, abiding your fiat?— 
Go l—go J— I say, no more aspire, 
"Who have no spark of ir atubx^s vike'! 

Oo, meddling, pestering fools, 
Tied down to musty rules ; 
Tell, if ye can, that two\% two^^ 
The most ye surely well can do ; 
And haply, then, with gold in purse, 
On sons of merit pour your curse ! 
Begone ! — no more my patience tire, 
"Who have no spark of MATvaa'aFiBB^j^ 



YOVt 



To lUoie of w 
Take coiretet 
Where iwtei 
There bothy 
Vo more sbaj 
Avaont f— jr< 
Who have no 



BLESS, c 

Blefls, gracious G 
Wrtfi all thy fi 

Here may tba pra 
A a once on Zio 

For happy shall 1 

Who bow th* ado 

TlieiF font shall I 
1 lidr country' 

Their daughters, 
In every grace 

"While nam^rous 1 

Tkair peaceful h 
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A YOtJNG PaYSICIAN. 



A young Physician, 
Just fMgM from Ksculapian college, 
With hffad brim full of knowledge, 
Was joorneyiBg roand with all his healing stor^^. 
Of Bolusei and Pills, a fe\¥ score ; 

Most heartily wishing, 
That he might find some place, 
Where, with skill and grace. 
He honestly could get a Hving, — 
And be io %Yay of what the world calls ihrivia^ 
And so it chanced, as on his journey goiii^ 

Not knowing, 
How, io propia per, to Introduce himsel|'» 
He met a witty elf. 
And told him his sore quere ! 
Pooh! poohl said he, douH fear y|y! 

Where'er ye go. 
To let the people know 
Tour great and dread vocation i* 
Be sure to take your station, 

Where ducks are plenty. 
And I will bet you odds to twenty, 
They soon will ascertain the world your tmti^ 
By alwHys cryingp-auACK ! aVACKt awAefS 
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O, ye Generation of Vipers, who hath 
warned ye to flee from th£ wrath to 
eome? 



Jkt then your guilty fears alarm your iools, 
Shake you with sore dnmay I — cannot the world 
ShHt oat tbe voice of all your crying sinS) 
Anil give you rest ; but conscieoee, like a gbost 
Pcffturb'ih must still your footsteps haunt, an<l bode 
TUags horrible and strange t 'tis well I say : 
!But who, ye vip'rous, uo regenerate race, 
Ye hypocrites aceors'd I bath warneti yoit 
To fiee from the dread wrath to come i behold? 
Sew vile ye are I and think net thus on heaven 
Sy arts deceptive to impose ! first brhig 
Ye forth the froits for blest repentance meet ! 
'!flKn shall ye live-^then shall your troubling sin» 
JSe truly blotted out, and peace, so much 
Hcflu'd^ descend with healings on her wio^t 
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LINES, 

' Suggested en beholding the Tomh ofx 
unfwtfinjuiXe Toung Lady. 

Slatp OB, Malrina ! thy gentle spirit now 
Is freed from this world's canities and lias ; 

Thy virtues were too brttliant liere to shine. 
And soon thou fledest to thy Icindred skies ! 

Who would have tboO a heart so pure as.thine — 
So gracM with a:( that renders mortal dear, 

Coald else than bless thee with sincerest friends 
Who would have prizM thine every smile or tear I 

JBoi so It was— a bitter foe pursuM, 

WhoVrung thy heart with many a painfal sigh. 
And seemM like bowling spirits of the damu'd, 

To feel no joy but in thine agony. 

Full well he knew thy virtuous soul disdainM 
The specious libertine with all his art ; 

And then, because be coald not win thy love. 
He hurPd at thee dread slander^s venomous dart ! 



Sleep on,^ Malvina ! thy gentle spirit new 
Is freed from this world^s vanities and lies ; 

And when th' ArchaagePs trump shall burst the toml». 
Thou in immortal glories shalt arise ! 
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Tes, LOYBLt B08B ! I'll keep thee still, 
Tho' all tby glory sooq shall fade; 

Tboa'It mind me what thou once bast beeii| 
To thee what honor once was paid ! 

If hen fair, thoa'dst caught his gracious eye^'- 
Who rules Columbia's favored land I 

Immortal now shall be thy fame, 
Since held inpREsxD£KTiAi. havb^!. . 
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Can^st thou Love fne, my ¥air^ 



Caa^st thou love roe, lay fair, 

Novv the roM on my cheek w all faded ; 
And the cold hand of time has frotted my hair,. 

And the beauty of youth is ail shaded ? — 

Can^st thou love me, my fair,^ 

And lo^e me as fondly as-ever ? 
O, come to my bosom thnn, while T declare — 

My heart sAiall be thine, love, fo reiser! 

For, surely, my fair, 

Tho* the rose on my cheek is all faded, 
And the cold hand of time has frosted m> hair, 

I'he grace ef the heart time never yet shaded i 
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Mt i$ not good that Man shoM ie alone. 



When o'er dark chaos awful movM 

The GRBAT, OMRIFIC WORD; 

And man a living soul became, 
Was made crealion'v Lord ! 

And blooming Eden teemM for him, 

With nature's sweetest grace. 
He lookM around,~but still sighed 

For further happiness I 

Again went forth lb' Almighty^s word, 

Creative from his throne, 
Declaring, sufe it is not good. 

That man should be alone 1 

Then, from hii plastic hands strait came 

A being heavenly fair ; 
Whose voice was love, whose smile was Jot> 

In charms beyond compare t 

And Womah— was this being call'd ! 

. Companion, friend of man ' 
The last, the fairest, brightest work« 

In nature's wonderous plan ' 
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TO THE GIBL OK MY HEART. 

Come, blesf me with thyielf» 

t leek not fordid pelf | 

Thyself art richer far* 

Than thoumiid robiei are! 
My bowm glows with fNirest love, 
Hy pawioo, dear ooe, then approve Y 

*Tid not thy person** charms, 

That raise such fond alarms : 

Thy sweet and speaking eye, 

Hfhere nestling cupids lie I 
Ho ! His the beauty of thy soul, 
'Which throws such lustre o^er the whole! 

Thy rich and lovely mind, 

"With virtue fair enshrin'd ; 

'Which can both nature, srt adore« 

And charm the social hour ! 
These are the riches I admire, 
"Which give thee all my souPs desirej 

But dearer than they all 

Thy noble heart I call i 

Hence, purest feelings tell 

Iliy gentle bosom's swell t 
All these do make thee richer far 
Than tbousaiKX sparkling nibiei arel 
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SONG. 



THEN^ YE CAN TELL. 

Bave ye not heard tbe moaning wind, 
Wheu paming thro^ a leafless grove; 

Then ye can tell bow feels Ae heart. 
That eigbs to meet its only love i 

Have ye not beard a plaintive strain. 
Almost might angel spirits move ; 

Then ye can tell how feels tbe heart, 
That sighs to meet Us only love ! 

Have ye not heard, at evening tide, 
The plainingsof the lonely dovij 

Then ye can tell hoW feelf! the heart, 
That sighs to meet its only love,! 
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AND WHAT 18 HAPPINESS. 



And whit is bappiiMM, 

That mortals straggle oft so hard to gain ; 
And fill thair souls with weariness, 

And from the point still distant as at first remain f 

la it a thing of sense, 

Made up of thousand wild indulgencies? 
Sure there is nought from hence ; 

That can nato the sad and restless heart give ease ! 

Pst the absence of pain, 

When rankling cares nor ills disturb the breast ; 
Or, dov It bloom in pleasure's train, 

Which promises so iaijr to make its votaries blest P 

Is it of learning's atore. 

And folind where science sheds her splendid light ; 
Or, in the busy, lonely hour, 

Or, reveries by day, and airy dreams by night ? — 

This is vot bappixxss 

Which blessed smiles o^er life's drear, tronbPd fcene ; 
'Tis nory dor a—all mnsi confess, 

And may be tnily calPd— a conscxssce cai^m 

SBaKNS! 
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POBTIG EFFUfllOMB. 

TELL me; zephyr. 

Tell me, B&cphyr, 6n thy wing, 
What't that little trembling thiag^ 
Which 10 beauteoufl appears, 
liike a pearly gem of lean ? 
Should my goesies rightly prove. 
It must be the chii^o ov lots ! 
Hush ! I'll tell the verily, 

li ig_it is DEJLU woman's SIGH) 

And thy guesses rightly prove, 
That it is the child of lote ! 
And, whither dost thou bear it tbe&, 
Will all its loveliness remain, 
Ever, ever bright and fair. 

As a heaven smiling there ?— 
I do bear it wo«*d'st thou know, 

All in fondness to bestow, 

On him, who pIcdgM swbbt stx»s»9 tow I 

Ah ! much I fear while thou dost ^, 

It will languish, droop and die 1 

So fragile seems its tender form. 

Sure ft can't brave the slightest storm! 

Yes, yes ! affection gave it birth, 

»Tis immortal tho' of earth ; 

And tho' fragile seems its form. 

It can brave the greatest storm ! 

And on his heart I'll see It laid, 

Who pledg'd to love the charming maid, 

To mind ijim that his vow be paid I * 
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RELIGION. 



Bfested tipirit f bright deaeeiMfing 
From the realms of llgbl anrt »»re ; 

O'er the heart thy reign extending, 
Ilarkling fears and doubts remove! 

Thou, poor roan^s best consolation. 
All on earth can comfort give ; 
For thy theme is his salvation — 
• Teaching him to hope and live ! 

iorrow ftecth at thy coming. 
As thy graces mihl expand : 

Jovsfc' • '.al roijid tbee tlooming. 
Flowing from thy genial hand ! 

Thou* who gtiid'st our souls to hearen, 
Crown'st with bleseings all cur d«y» ; 

While we feel our sins forgiven, 
O, direct us how to praisf I 
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